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CHAPTERST 
A SUMMER NIGHT'S REYELATION. 
Wuar a hot, stirless: night’ it was! Nota 
breath of air’ ‘Huttered | in'thé tréeé-tops, or Jin- 
gered ‘Yo’ wanton oss the’ ‘Janguid! heart’ $6ase 
and rank i daffodils ‘hiditig away in the ‘dark 
FéGessé8°OF ‘the garden below.’ "The héat was 


feartuily inte’ 
ith j it frais 


Te’ deta ‘atid bi a enact one 


“ord sol 
fod. 

‘Rachel Clyde felt the lengua’ J ‘thir ne | 
as she sat gasping at the open window of’ 
little bedroom. There washd light in!"the 
roorh save the’ silvery radiande ‘ot the! mbon- 
beams. She sat quite ‘@lone'in the! purplish 
dusk=<alone with her 6wr unpleasant thoughts. 

2 She felt strangely nervous and distrait; once | 
or twico'she shivered, without knowing whi)! 

“(Ts anybody swatking over ny grave, I won 
der?” she murmured, and then laughed at 6rd 
own foolish fancies. 2 fodorsl No soode 


It,owds’ already. quite late. . imi itso | the lock! 


beerquietifor fiore thah ar dur ‘But Rachel 
could not sleep.!! I’ don’t know which was niost | 


‘t one end of the hall. 
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at! fault, ey oppressive hex, be thiay own’ ais 
tressful thoughts, 

DoAt Tast'shé arosd, The Close @it of tie Rom 
shé' vould éndurs no leriger! | Throwing’ a ight 
scart Over Her Head 'she*glidell nvisclessly from 
the a eunsigoe ee and! slowly Gesténded: this cas) 

rig at néarly' every step’ té: Tistely. | ; 
a Madame Gale must not hear m6)” he Said) 
fo herself, with'a little grinmidess ©'*She'does 
not approve of night rambler. 8 ie should’ “be 
sare of al lectire,”” us 
Boshé groped “her wif Tonk, very eave: 
fully!’ A’ glass''door “opendd upon’ a’ ext, 
bo key always nee, 6n 


vi 


mM) 
| 


1? ng? Ct 
id dy 


etnosle ‘ithe: by—aind: thiskey: Rachél intemdad 
to confiscate and let herself out with ‘iti: soit 
ob Phe darkness was ‘quitevititelisetin this’ part 
of the hall, for the glass doot.swas thickly | 
shaded withtviniess9'Butthe girkknew thé way 
perfectly,oand blmostcat. thefirst: trial oshe 
fold the. hovk gvlere-the key! usually! 

But the hookswas empty5the:key!was gone! 

Rachel gave a/quick start ds:shé made ‘this 
discovery. Shea groped »for.the) door-handle. 
Tt! ‘turned “without: alifiiculty. . (The key was in 

OOM OF if ol 9 S0H00 & 

“Pheseould araw butione dnifetence from this 

fdcteator Madame Galé was overy ‘particular | 


abit securing thé doors at aighb: >Béniebbay 
mut have gone out before her. 

DWho Was’ it Maddime Gale herself, or one 
of thé servants? 

Rathel stdod' quite still for a’moment, ptz 
zled and at a loss. Should she go on and run 
thé Msk Of Beitig ‘discovered? 
~“'Phe grounds looked' dark and ‘cool and plea- 
Sanit. Rachel could not withstand the tempta- 
fidh to"hide ‘herself in “‘theit odorous recesses. 
She stepped across the terrace, and ran swiftly 
dovwii the’ steps into the ghardeti. 

‘ "phe ‘moonlight would have betrayed her had 
shé' lingered near ‘the house? “Therefore she 


darted into the nearest shrubbery and fled in 
its’! isbseiiow * om aomore remote» portion of ‘the 


The sraigey solu hush ‘of night reigned 
everywhere. Above swung a purple arch of 
stars, calm, peaceful, serene. ‘The young moon 
hung,.a‘silver créscent, in the western heaven. 
The garden seemed like the evergreen court of 
some enchanted land. 

Flitting up and down in the profound gloom 
of the syringas and lime-trees, Rachel’s thoughts 
naturally turned «into: their formér channel. 
The -niystery that: shrouded her early*life at: 
fected her more powerfully than usual this 
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night. Why was it? Was fate about to prove 
itself kind at last, and open some of its mystic 
pages? 

Her history was a peculiar one. She knew 
nothing of her parents—not even if she had a 
right to the name she bore, She had lived 
with Madame Gale ever since she could remem- 
ber. At first her brother Richard had been 
with her, and made the sum of her happi» 
ness. 

Richard was her twin-brother, and she loved 
him fondly. But a terrible grief had crept 
into the lives of these two, and now they were 
separated. Rachel did not even know where 
her brother might be wandering. Sometimes 
she feared he was lost to her forever. 

It is not strange that her thoughts were bit- 
ter ones as she wandered up and down. the 
shadowy walks under the summer stars. 

Presently a foot stopped on the gravel path. 
Rachel heard it, thought suddenly of the un- 
bolted doors, and crouched low. in the odorous 
gloom of tangled roses and. rhododendrons 
growing close at hand. 

Not an instant too soon. Two figures turned 
a sudden bend in the. path, and.came straight 
toward her hiding-place. 

One was Madame, Gale. Rachel recognized 
her instantly, despite the thin shawl madame 
had taken.the precaution to, throw oyer her 
head, 

Her companion was. a lady very richly 
dressed... Rachel could not see her face dis- 
tinctly, for she wore a vail, dusky as was the 
night. But her silk gown rustled along the 
walk as she advanced, 

Rachel lay low in. her hiding-place. quite 
breathless. She was, now too frightened to 
stir. Even the cracking of a twig under her 
foot would have betrayed her. 

She vaguely wondered what Madame Gale 
could be doing here so late, and why this 
strange lady was with her. Even as the 
thought passed through her mind, a voice low 
and singularly sweet broke.the silence. 

“ Have you nothing to propose, Agnes?” 

“Nothing, Pauline.” 

It was Madame Gale who answered. She 
spoke harshly, almost angrily. 

“You are cruel,” cried the strange lady, 
petulantly. ‘You see my trouble, and yet 
will not lift your finger to help me out of it.” 

“How can I? You made the trouble for 
yourself.” 

Every word reached Rachel’s ears distinctly, 
To her grief and horror, the two women 
suddenly halted so close to her hiding-placo 
that she might have touched their garments, 

‘*T have sacrificed enough for you already,” 
Madame Gale went on, ina hard yoice. ‘‘ More 
than enough, when I think how ungrateful 
you have shown yourself.” 

“You have never wanted for money.” 

“Money? Bah! As if money made up 
the sum and substance of earthly happi- 
ness!” 

*T will do anything you ask of me, Agnes, 
only you must promise to keep that girl Lice of 
the way.” 

‘Rachel Clyde?” 

“Yes, Rachel.” 

“Have I not done so all these years? Has 
she ever troubled you?” 

“Never,” moving uneasily, and drawing a 
deep breath. ‘“‘ But at this moment the danger 
is tenfold greater than it ever was before. 
I’m heart-sick, Agnes. My mind isheavy with 
foreboding.” 

Madame Gale turned, angrily. 

“You were a fool for coming here, Pauline, 
Do you think I ean keep the lion from biting 
you if you will run into its jaws?” 

“J did not wishtocome, I thought you 
understood that. It was my husband’s doings. 
He took a sudden fancy to this neighborhood. 
I remonstrated as long as I dared; but all in 


vain. Of course I could not let, him come, 


alone.” 

‘“*T should say not.” 

“T see but one way out of, our difficulty, 
Rachel must go, Ishall not draw a, free/breath 
while she remains,” 

“* Send Rachel away?” 

“Certainly. "Why not?? : 

There was a moment’s silence. Madame 
Gale seemed to quiver with some suppressed 
emotion, When she spoke again her voicow 
not quite steady. 

“Pauline, I have learned to dove: that girl,” 
she said. “If you meamany harm tovher: you 


oe as well give up your purpose first as 


F 


‘‘Harm!” echoed the strange lady, scornfully. 
“Don’t be a fool, Agnes,” 

“What is your purpose?” 

“Rachel has been well educdted. Find her 
a situation to teach in some remote place. You 
might do it.” ‘ 

io Yes, ” nt 

© Will you?” 

“T don’t now,” hesitatingly. “ Thave grown 
used to her, and ‘dislike to give her up. Is there 
no other way?” 

“None. You can see for yourself what a 
risk we run while she remains.” 

“ Yes, yes.” 

13 Besides, that precious scamp, Dick, might 
come back at any moment. And then we 
would have two ghosts instead of one to mur- 
der our rest,” : 

“That isn’t likely. Dick wouldn’t dare come 
back, just. yet.” 

““é True. » 

“ And, Rachel-is such, an. innocent child she 
would never work ill to anybody.” 

“Bah!” sneeréd the strangelady; ‘I am not 
so sure of that.” 

Then, witha sudden change, of; tone, she 
added: 

“TI must, see the girl. I bave not looked 
upon .her face for years, you remember, 
Strange, isn’t it, that I should. never haye had 
the courage to seek a meeting?” 

“Not strange to. me,” answered Madame 
Gale, abruptly. 

There was another silence; 
lady turned, awefully. 

“Tm going back, Agnes,” she said, with a 
shiver,...{‘Ugh!.. The. garden seems. to be 
haunted to-night. I can’t stay here; it’s under 
an evil spell.” 

She forced a strange, hard laugh, as she 
spoke, and began to move away. Madame 
Gale turned, withous a word, and followed 
her. 

Rachel waited until the last echo of their 
footsteps had died in the distance. Then she 
rose, flushed and frightened, 

What did it all mean? Who was this strange 
lady, who seemed to know so much of her, and 
had such good cause to be afraid of her. Why 
was she afraid? 

Rachel stood breathless and palpitating. 

Oh, how she had longed and prayed to have 
the secret of her parentage revealed to her! 
To-night, at last, she knew she had stood on 
the verge of agreat discovery. Could she let 
the golden opportunity slip away from her 
forever? 
' No, no!’ Rousing herself, she fled wildly 
along the path by which the two ladies had 
just disappeared. She meant to throw herself 
at their feet, and conjure them to tell her every- 
thing. 

Her mother! They might have known her 
mother! Rachel grew almost delirious at the 
‘thought. One word—one little word of that 
sainted being would have been such a comfort 
to her! 


Then the strange 


Suddenly a man’s figure confronted her in E 


her mad flight, as if it had risen from the 
bowels of the earth. 

She stopped short, her heart beating fearful- 
ly loud and fast. She felt curious eyes fixed 
upon her face, 

“Good-evening, Miss Clyde,” said a cool, 
musical voice. 

Rachel gave a start of surprise. 

““Dr. Tremaine!” she cried sharply. 

“T think this is a mutual surprise, Miss 
Clyde.” 

Her face flushed purple. She felt glad the 
moon was no brighter. Dropping her eyes, she 
said, in a very low voice: j 

“IT did not expect to meet “anybody in the 
grounds at this hour.” 5 

He laughed, and looked at her more fixedly 
than ever. 

,_‘{No doubt,” he answered. ‘‘Imust confess 
to being an interloper. But the gates stood 
open, and I could. not resist the impulse to 
trespass.” ; r 

taff E ain miredMentame’ Gale would have.made 
you welcome,” | 

‘* Madame:Gale has other friends to’ enter- 
tain at the présent!/moment, I believe,” 

Rachel gave him a swift glance. Did he 
know?» Had hesheard anything? 

Other friends?” she echoed, 

He laughed again, and shrugged his should: 
ers, whiméically. _ Racheliwas sure shesaw his 
face change in the moonlight. 

il Nilbimporte,” he muttered with a careless 
daugh,:~ ‘‘ Madame’s friends. are nothing to 


me. Why should I concern myself ebét 
them?” 

Then, clasping the girl’s hand suddenly inhis 

own: / 
“ But D fear I anrdetaining you, Miss Clyde. 
These night damps are not good for one, You 
will have no roses in your cheeks to-morrow. 
Au revoir !? 

He swung on his heel and strode away in the 
darkness. Left alone Rachel drew a long, 
shivering ‘breath of disappointment, and fled 
precipitately toward the house, ~~ 

Two stately figures still lingered by the gar- 
den-gate. Madame Gale’s strangé visitor had 
not taken her departure, 

Rachel fled past them noiselessly as a 
spirit. The glass door, opening upon the ter- 
race stood slightly ajar, just.asshe had left it. 

She stole into the passage, and crept like a 
wraith up to her close little chamber under 
the roof. Once there she threw herself on 
the couch, and gave-way toa passionate fit- pf 
weeping. 

“Oh, my mother!” she moaned. “Am I 
to live and grow old and die, never knowing 
more of you than Edo at;this moment? Am 
I never to realize a mother’s love? If,so, God 
give me strength to bear the disappointment.” 

Such had been the burden of her plaint for 
more nights than one,” But it had never been 
so passionately earnest as now. 


CHAPTER IL 
: THE UNHORSED RIDER, 

RACHEL was paler than her wont the next 
morning. . Even Madame Gale remarked it. 

“Tm afraid you are not well, my dear,” she 
said, speaking in a very gentle tone. ry 

Rachel was sipping her coffee rather lan- 
guidly at the time, but she did not raise her 
eyes. 

“Thank you,” she answered; ‘‘I believe I 
am as well as usual.” 

“Then you must have passed a bad night.” 

Madame saw the girl start and shiver. She 
was a shrewd woman of the world—was Ma- 
dame Gale, Human nature presented very 
few problems that she could not solve. Her 
scrutiny extended even to trifles. Rachel’s 
show of emotion was not lost upon her by 
any means. 

“You are eating nothing,” she said, sharp- 
ly, after a moment’s thinking. ‘‘ Put on your 
bonnet and come with me for a walk. You 
need the fresh air,” 

Rachel silently complied. Madame did not 
take the public promenade, as was her habit, 
but turned into a shady green lane that seem- 
ed deserted. 

She walked on in utter silence, Rachel stole 
a swift glance into her face every now and 
then. Madame was alwaysa stern-looking wo- 
man, but now. her countenance seemed colder 
and more forbidding than usual. 

Rachel’s heart sunk, 

“She is going to tell me I must leave here,” 
she thought. ‘‘ And if I go I shall never 
know anything more of my own early history. 
There will be nobody to tell me.” 

Impelled by this fear, she suddenly caught 
Madame Gale’s hand and clasped it eagerly in 
her own. 

‘Ok, madame,” she cried, ‘‘ you might make 
me so very happy, if you would! I think I 
have aright to know! ‘You will not be cruel 
and refuse to tell me?” 5" 

Madame Gale drew back, frowning darkly. 

“Silly child,” she said, snatching away her 
‘you are hysterical. I don’t know 


beside herself. ‘‘I can see it in pete I 
want you to tell me of my mother.” 

“Your mother?” she echoed. Then she bit 
her lip and laughed—a, short, sarcastic laugh 
very disagreeable to hear. 

‘Hush, child. Do not question me. It 
would not make you happier to hear about 
your mother.” ' 

**Did you know her?” 

Madame nodded. 

“And my father? . Of course you musthave 
known bim, too! Oh, Madame. Gale, dear 
Madame Gale, please tell-me all about them,” 

“Bah!” cried the woman, angrily. . ‘‘Be si- 
lent, won’t, you? If there was anything, you 
ought to hear.I, should have bald youl long 
ago.” ae 

She shook off Rachel’s ‘clingiag: hand -and 
hurried onward. . But her lips,were white,and 
not easy of control... Less a yard away 
she came to a sudden standstill, 
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‘She had heard the thunderous) thud of hoof- 
beats on the hard ground, anda shrill ery of 
terror... Looking back'she caught a glimpse of 
a horse and rider, tearing like mad down the 
lane directly toward her. 

One quick glance told her that it was a run- 
away. She sprung to Rachel’s side, crying out 
sharply. 

On tore the’ maddened: beast, snorting wild- 


ly, and ‘flecking its beautiful ‘sides with foam, ' 


The bridle swung loosely, dragging through the 
dew-wet grass of the lane, and a poor helpless 
figure clung desperately to the frantic crea- 
ture’s back. 

Of a sudden the horse gave a mad bound; 
and shot like a flash past the two frightened 
women, but he had left -his rider lying in; the 
hedge-row behind him—stunned, bruised, bleed- 
ing—possibly dead! ; 

Rachel rushed forward. 
and stronger than Madame Gale in this sudden 
emergency. She tore aside the thick foliage of 
the hedge, and stooped over the body of the 
man. 

He lay perfectly still; 6xactly as he; had fall- 
en. Madame caught a glimpse of the prostrate 
figure and screamed, wildly: 

‘* He is dead!” 

Rachel swung sharply around, 

‘‘ Water!” she said, inva ‘stern, low voice. 
“Be quick! There’s a house among those trees 
yonder.” 

Madame stood panting a)moment, drew a 
quick breath, and fled in the direction! indi- 
cated, 

Rachel lifted the senseless man’s head in her 
arms. She rested it’ gently against her shoul- 
der and began to chafe the cold brow velit her 
hand, 

It was a handsome, high-bred face whe look- 
ed upon. The features were delicately, al- 
most sharply-cut, but the glossy hair cluster- 
ing’so thickly about the white’ temples was 
well sprinkled with gray. 

Rachel experienced a) strange, |\indefinable 
thrill as she gazéd: upon that handsome counte- 
nance. It wore. a weary, listless expression, 
even in unconsciousness, that appealed strong: 
ly toher feelings. She felt drawn to the man 
by some ‘powerful but subtle fascination— 
whether of good or evil she couldnot have told. 

At last he moved, moaned, and opened. his 
eyes with a wild stare. 

‘Where am I?” he asked, faintly. 

“You were thrown from your horse, sir, I 
feared you might be seriously injured.” 

“ Ah, yes. I remember, now.” 

He passed lis hand over: his. brow. | Then, 
after a moment’s silence, he looked: into the 
girl’s sweet face curiously. 

“You are very kind,” he said; forcing a 
smile. ‘‘ I’m afraid I haye made you a good 
deal of trouble.” 

‘*No, no,” she cried, eagerly. 
you are not much hurt.” 

‘A little bewildered,” he answered, 

He shook himself, made an effort to rise, but 
fell back groaning. 

“Tt’s worse than I thought, my sweet little 
friend. I will be compelled to trouble you still 
further.” 

**T will go for help!” ¢ried/Rachel, seeing how 
white he grew. 

"Not yet.” 

Rachel looked anxiously around, very much 
frightened. . Footsteps sounded’ near, and to 
her infinite relief sho saw Madame Gale ra- 
pidly approaching with the water, which she 
brought in a tin dipper that had hung by the 
well. 

Madame stopped short when she caught the 
first glimpse of the face which had been turned 
from her when she had first peered into the 
shrubbery at him. She stopped short, and ev- 
ery vestige of color fled from her face, leaving 
it frightfully pale. 

‘* Colonel Heathcliff!” she stammered. 

He stared hard at madame, and muttered a 
low exclamation. 

‘*This is ‘a surprise,” he, said, holding out his 
hand, 

Madame Gale did. not take it.. Her; knees 
knocked together. . She, crouched on the grass, 
staring pitifully at the man’s handsome face, 
and began to wring her hands. 

He looked puzzled. “Iam not ghost, Ma- 
dame Gale,”he said, trying. to speak lightly. 
“Why do you glare at.me like that?” 

The wretched woman murmured.some. apol- 
ogy. She arose, and stepped close to his: sude, 
moving slowly and, with difficulty. Her face 
was still very pale. 


*T only hope 


She was calmer: 


‘*T have brought, you water, Colonel Heath- 
cliff,” she said, holding the tin dipper to his 
lips. 

He drank eagerly, then pushed the tin 


| away. 


‘‘ You are the last. person 1_expected to see 
here; Madame Gale.” 

‘*T live here,” she answered, briefly. 

“Indeed! I am sure my wife will be de- 


| lighted to hear it,” 


Madame started, flushed a little, and an- 
swered; 

‘Mrs. Heathcliff knows it already.”. Then, 
bending nearer, she added, abruptly: 

“Are you very much hurt?” 

“T don’t know,” moaning in, spite. of him- 
self... “That vicious brute did his best. to) kill 
me.” 

‘‘ How did it happen?” 

“Tt was some children at playin the lane 
that! frightened the: horse, I. believe. I was 
riding very carelessly, -At the first. bound. he 
gave, the reins were jerked from my hands. 
Of course’ I had no control over him after- 
ward.” 

Madame drew back a little, She was doing 
her best. to appear calm and merely sympa- 
thetic,’ But she looked like a ghost. 

‘*Rachel,” she said, sharply, ‘you, must go 
for help,. You and I.can do nothing aione. 
Fetch a carriage and two or three men to help 
us. Let somebody go for the doctor,” 

“Yes, madame,” 

Rachel arose, heaving a longgirawn. sigh. 
She was still under the spell of the stranger’s 
wonderful eyes, so full of soft languor and list- 
lessness. He had just such eyes, such a face, 
and such a high-bred air as women always rave 
over. 

There must haye been a magnetic sympathy 
between the two, for Colonel, Heathcliff raised 
himself on his elbow, and watched the girl as 
she tripped lightly away. Whenshe was quite 
gone from, his sight, he fell back, groaning) dis- 
mally, 

(em badly burt,” he said. ‘‘ButI did not 
wish to frighten that poor-child. ..You won’t 
mind my -wailings; Madame Gale?” 

He forced a very, faint smile to his ashy lips, 
Madame could not answer... She looked dread- 
fully scared, and tempted to run away. 
| After two or) three. contortions, Colonel 
Heathcliff seemed,to breathe more easily. He 
wiped the cold damps from his forehead, and 
said, quite composedly; 

‘« Madame Gale, that girl. has interested me. 
Who is she?” 

Madame bit) her | lip, 
thinking, she answered: 

afiaey. adopted daughter, Rachel Clyde.” 

-He gavea slight start. 

‘*Whatia creature of mysteries you are!” he 
exclaimed, ‘‘The adoption must .haye been 
recent. I never heard. of her before.”; 

‘‘No,” returned madame, ‘it was. not re- 
cent.” 

Then she turned,;away her face, She 
would say no more. 


CHAPTER TI. 
PARLOR APPARITION, 


A wong interval passed. Madame Gale 
stood beside the wounded man, very pale and 
stern-looking, but never once remitting the lit- 
tle attentions that were his due. 

She seemed strangely restless and ill at ease, 
however. After the few laconic sentences. al- 
ready recorded, she scarcely spoke to Colonel 
Heathcliff until Rachel made her appearance, 
followed by three or four men, 

Then .she stepped quickly forward to meet 
them, 

“Did you order a carriage, Rachel?” she 
asked, eagerly. 

One of the men made answer: 

“The carriage will be here in two minutes, 
madame, This young lady has executed her 
commission well.” 

He. spoke respectfully, and. in the low tone of 
a person of some refinement. The words had 
scarcely left his lips, however, when the car- 
riageitself dashed into view, turning the near- 
est curve in the lane, and finally drawing, up 
at a little distance. 

The sight seemed to restore Madame Gale's 
animation, The color came back to her face, 
the dight to her eyes. Pbasalied the man to her 
aid, and Colonel Heathcliff was lifted up gently 
and borne to the 


After a moment’s 


carriage. *) 
+ Rachel, followed, watching him with, great, 
wide-open eyes, full of sympathy. It. was sin- 


gular—the interest with which this “listless, 
world-weary, man had inspired, her! He 
seemed near to her, somehow,.as_ if. they. were 
friends already. 

Madame must haye read something of all 
this in the girl’s face when she turned, present- 
ly, from the task of arranging Colonel Heath- 
cliff comfortably in the carriage, for. .she 
caught Rachel’s hand and whispered, sharply; 

Come away, child, You can. dono 
more.” ‘ 

She tried to drag the child. out of . sight. 
Colonel Heathcliff suspected her purpose, and 
defeated it. . Despite the pain he was in, he 
looked round quickly and called to her, 

‘(Madame Gale,” he pleaded, ‘‘ let, Miss Clyde 
go with me to Fairlawn.” 

Madame recoiled a little, caught ;her breath 
sharply, and answered; 

“Oh, no, no! Not there! 
there!” 

She looked so pale and shocked .and. fright- 
ened that Colonel Heathcliff could not. resist 
the impulse to say, with a suspicious lifting of 
his eyebrows: 

“And why not, pray?” 

The tone—not. the question—brought mad- 
ame to her senses again. She bit her. lip 
viciously, 

“Forgive me,” she murmured, after a brief 
pause. ‘‘This accident has strangely. flustrat- 
ed me... I hardly know what I say or do., Of 
course Rachel can accompany you, if you wish 
it.” 

“T do wish it, very much.” 

Madame bowed. She was smiling, her best. 
But she looked ghastly. 

“We will both go,” she said. ‘Indeed, it 
is _no more than_right. I could not forgive 
myself, Colonel Heathcliff, for deserting you 
before becoming aware of the extent of the i in-, 
juries you have sustained.” 

The colonel’s lip curled. 

“You are very kind,” he murmured, and 
with a very expressive glance signed for Ra- 
chel to take her place beside him. 

She did so, her heart beating very fast and 
loud. Madame followed her into the carriage, 
after having given a few hurried words of di- 
rection to the driver. A moment later they 
were en route, 

It was a ride Rachel never forgot. She sat 
between Colonel Heathcliff and madame. The 
colonel’s handsome blue eyes with their dreamy 
languor scarcely once left her face, but seemed 
to linger there half greedily, as though he was 
tasting some forbidden pleasure—mayhap re- 
calling some vanished dream, 

Madame sat up very stiff and grim. She 
did not look at either of the two, bué straight 
before her. Every now and then the muscles 
about her firm mouth contracted with either 
fear or pain. 

Scarcely a word was spoken, The carriage 
rolled cityward. Not far, howeyer. Rachel 
heard a great gate swung open, presently, and 
the wheels struck upon a gravel drive. 

She looked round somewhat curiously. They 
were passing through handsome and well-kept 
grounds. Flowers, shrubs, and beautiful trail- 
ing vines were to be seen on either hand... At 
a little distance stood a handsome, imposing 
mansion, built.of dark-gray stone, 

This. was Fairlawn. Rachel had mun the 
place before, but she had never passed th 088 
ponderous gates, which, to her’ vivid imagina- 
tion, had seemed to open into fairyland. 

The carriage drew up before a side entrance. 
Colonel Heathcliff was lifted out and borne up 
the steps, but not before he had pressed Ra- 
chel’s hand and whispered, earnestly: 

“ You will not go away without seeing me 
again?” 

“No,” she had answered, quickly, quite un- 
able to "resist his pleading glance. 

She and Madame Gale were shown into the 
drawing-room, and left tothemselves. Madame 
seemed unaccountably restless. She could not 
sit quietly a moment, but began to pace the 
floor with great strides like a man’s, keeping 
her back turned upon Rachel. | 

Every now and then she muttered incober- 
ently. It_wasa habit she had when greatly 
excited. Rachel only caught a word or two 

of whatshe was saying. “I knew this would 
come, sooner or later. God help us all!” 

This was the only complete sentence that 
reached the girl’s ears. She sat staring at ma- 
dame’s restless figure, very much frightened 
and amazed, and on the point of bursting into 
tears. 

At last the woman turned sharply—faced 


Rachel cannot.go 


HeY a hoist ) Plaring athe? in W havd> Salen 
Way, adit tempted to do something’ aéeperatey 
then’ weit slowly from the roont?! 

: Rachel sat quite still, waiting. “' Ai rite val 
passed perhaps fivé mintites,’ perhaps “fifteen 
—she felt! ivicapabié ‘or! measuring Hime Land 
theft caméthe sound "of rustlivig “ilk< anda 
lady, Steppéd Hiito? the’ room through! the low 
Frenéh® ‘indow openin# int6'the garden.’ 

She’stoppéed short at’ ‘sight: Of “Radchels’ de- 
ure little figure, perched in one of the ‘chats! 
of ‘State that/decorated the Handsome parior— 
stopped ttterdil'a qiiick exdlamation,! Ava then! 
stéod blandly smiling ; looking: bw mn upon the’ 
shrinking" girl. 
lShe’ was a'very nivale ais pia sort of 
muddle zed Cleopatra“ with | ‘flashitig! dark 
eyes) dark “haig’ a? whitd Soft’ skin} ‘pure and 
clear as an infant’ 's, and # superb figure. 

OW tier "a ‘Brief’ pauss”'shé°moved forward’ a 
step or two. omething in the girl’s - face’ 
sednied t0'strike her” abtentiol!stiddenly, She 
stared at her fixedly, the Hieh! ‘e6lor slowly ebb 
ing Brom hey Cheeks? 6: 

“One of my daughter's fiisndias t rippowet 
she said, speaking with ‘apparent’ ‘effort! 
the haere ‘it the! sottid’ 6E- that! voice. 


Tt wasa'pectiliar Voiced; low’ sweet subtle. 
Quee, heard, it could never be forgotten: dicta 
‘oWhetie’ had ace! heard’ it? « She’ kheéw in 


Hihstant! It was the voiceof the’ lady’ Who! 
béen “Madame “Géile’s conipanion im “that 
r might ramble |r" ) 
A strange horror and dread came over iti 
at the thought, She'cktight 5 er bet quick- 
yr Bite aha sentence Five plea oii her Tips, 
but he cl oe herself, and rough? et Golér" 
rial effort. 
PERG Ne stititinered, faintly!” ea ot 
khow © ‘your ‘daughter. TE camé here “witht 
Cotonel Hedthclie ? }o eLe" 2 yetaavo 
The woman started Pape At ‘§hiése ede ‘asiif. 
Be had been struck, -BvyoyHér lips grew iivid. 
pideatl pOniai" cohlae! Hot hdvé lodkdd’ more 
ghastly! SH? Yaised one of her jewsled Hhhdsy 
tried to speak, "But ‘her’ voids ‘died away in ay 


Hifthey Ww. ntenae, BNiaed duvet meiekcam* Bleal 


6 to abiow CHAPTER’ ity i sit “6 
Uni total Jockos tr wate! bod ss 

Ar this instant a Hae 
wee, ‘Opened “quickly; Madame Gale “én- 


AY thbment* ‘Of Breathless sites Followed: 
THErS ’ tust have been ‘strates rragtiese ‘ih the’ 
mind Of ‘each’ of those three, as “they ‘stdoa” aid 
stared ab Gach other. ! 
Madame. Gale was. the’ first ‘td eisai 2 ‘Bhe 
looked ansiotis’ E ad wortidd.'” 
eh Le earch of” vot ‘eae Heathen,” 
she sie ae niga ditick st hy “of ¢antion, "”' 
iphe Tadty si aioe hy shiver Tani over hor, And 
then she ei cue to conquer the spell that! neta’ 


a shié’' shrieked}' rstaae! het 
fvuiaeie eta « si“mhadame’s” face!’ ‘you have 
told that girl bverything! You have brought 
Ker here: 4, ruin me!" 

“A 8. pale ad ‘pereeptibly, ‘nid her! ster 


Ae ‘eRe quiet!” “Fat cate 


ag 


what ya 


es, seen eset | 5 
r ibawha: Say.? do) 
a. i ae oe gto ih & ter j fe | 


han Bi have eeu : 
“TP ic - FR an if a eed 


try t6 compose ’ ‘yourself, 


r 
Praia 114 on out we ae my hands of your affairs 
from this pay 


a Daa up’ ‘a little’ 1 
ait ir to realize for the first ing tha 
fear, me t ae been premature. 
& she's aid, eas darkly’ at 
e: cn w, “I know who 
me ah sae my, Husband.” Why 
won A bat LOW. that Colonel Hoathélist 


TN stint answe: red, startil aad 9 Has ¥ A 
wa alk, ee rts he i Ae Vis me MH 


TASS 


05 vino “ys 2 
A 63: + V4 


axeynotibing £6 

ality C) ae came ee x" to’ Mrs. ‘teat - 
s ks, ve..madame one Jong 

sharp Ps toca ahd t uf ale tone be Mier. | 


THE! FIRESIDE LIBRARY. 


Her faed vesitnied cits natural expréssion’ once 
mores! she even forced a faint'smiletoher lips. 

cc My head is in a whirl to-day,” she said; 
turning 'towald Rachel oncemore. ~ I belicve 
Lam hysterical. You will forgive any «wild- 
168s, ‘ainy wudeness of which'T havébeen guilty.” 

She said this in a tone of ‘such soft appeal 
that Rachel}-who. had’ stood perplexed and si- 
leit, watebing this. scene’ “with curious) ‘eyes, 
felt her heart 1 melt within her,! 

“ Donot? distress “yourself, dear lady, * she 
said, eagerly. ‘‘And Tam sure you have no 
réasoA to apologize,” 


feebly and with es as ‘if she had ‘sud- 
denily srowniold. 

‘siTomust! 26 ‘td any nusbaid; she said. 
‘““Where have they taken him?” 

“To his own oe Tbelieve,” a 
madame, 

She Swent’ out erithout antother word, '' Mad 
arile‘sat very ‘still for soniye minutes after she 
was'gone.'< She seemed ‘to ‘be considering? with 
herself. Alt lastslhe pushed a éhairlclose ‘up to 
Rachel, and sat down. 

3 You must think! all ‘this is” ivory strange, 2? 
shél'said. '““ivean explain Tit uim: twol-words,' 
| Mrs. Heatholiff ‘had a daughter who ‘died, and 
| you resembleiiér, {ol motiéeds the likeness! my- 
self Tt struck Mis/Heatheliff so forcibly as 
to'quite unséttls ‘her reason’ fora few minutes! 


You understand itll now? 

She paused, waiting for an answer. he swift 
shudder'ran @ll‘over the poor girls: Sh‘ sud- 
| denly flung out both her arms and burst into 
toler Dus 10 

o*Ohy madanie, dear madame, for the loveof 
Heaven don’t ‘deceive me,” she ‘cried; hystéri- 
eally. ; 
‘Madaties “started,' frowning “darkly.” ‘She 
was Nome prepared. for this outbréalk: 

Who'baid'D was ecetwisi, your she des 
ising arigrily. d 

“But! Fone are; inden. ‘Liknow you’ are 
keeping back the truth. ‘There is something I 
amtimbt to fia out. Tt is Seiad cruel! to keep 


mein this ‘uncertainty: my todd 
She grasped Madattie Gale’s writs and dobked 
up! int thos6 “inexorable eyes withan agony 
| of ntreaty that would have melted: a heart of 
stone, “Caves } hodqetss 
| bsefitere is! Some thystery vetirouw? you dud 
| Mrs, -Heatholiff, ” ORAchel o wonton; | wildly. 
“ou have not ‘divert ‘the true Féason: for her 
| rudenessto me. She fears me+HT'saw it'in. her 


| fade, SOWA does! shecknow of! me or thine? ! 


' | Oh, tell me!” 
| = IMeidaitie pate shodk loosé her arm. But 
she was evident tly frightéted. : 
“Little: fodir she miuttered,! with 'a htog 
and a grimace. ‘“ What/‘is' this! you are Say- 


| ine?! OT don’t "believel'you know? “Be quiet, 
éhild, or T shall think your brain is turned:” 
Rachel eowered! in her hair; sobbing ‘con= 
viilsively.’ "She was'growing more and tnére 
hysterical every minute. Her agitation prom= 
ised soot to overstep all bounds! | f 
Madame, as she sat staring’ at her dismhally; 
with an odd look in her-dark eyes, must have 
feared this. She ;qroqse;suddenly, saying, in an 
impatient voice: 
_ {Come away. yon ‘are'not fit to remain 
be. We will go hoitis.”! m por A 
Racial Shrunk away from her.’ 
“No, sho cried. “| Colotiel Heathen will 
send for Rink tie ‘t promised ee Y ‘would 


reridin.’ 
“Baht Bab?” vat an'ugly Sheer. “He has 
‘orgotten © your: existence ere thie: Don’t be a 


fool, chila’* 

She sh pie ungeisihy, but ‘Rachel did not stir. 
Séeing this} she'fell to coaxing and flattering. 
She was evidently . bent on getting the girl out 
of the House as quickly as possible. 

Before she had succeeded in her trpPOse, A 
servant tapped. ‘at “the oor! He" brought a 


m 
atone Héathotit! wishes to see the young 


; Richa spring to her feet atts ery of de- 
light. <i 

~"@ Fo has ‘not: foigettbn me!” she’ exclaimed. 
“T Was sure Hé' would not. Madame, take’ me 
$0 him;’at once: I am! certain you know the 


"aaa od Scared sort of grunt. 
ims fee d“aébating with herself ;' but 


‘oh thent shi 
# thing tn Ra Rachel's fa08: seemed fo doide 


a You don’t know. eer, is best, for Pia os (Ae 
said, flushing!” “But I am done reasonin 
you "will'see that man, ‘follow nié,”” ' 


For a 


Mrs. Heathcliff thanked cher,’ and ‘rose up’ | 


‘Sbe flung’ open ‘the: door, crossed [thé shall, 


| and began to thread a long: passage branching 


away to the:right..» Rachél followed ler, eager 
and expectant; but. all :atremble. | Somehow 
she felt relieved at the: thdught that she, was 
going to see! Colonel) Heatheliff: bgaii-radmiost 
happy, ‘in fact. 

Madame paused before a door at tha end of 
the ‘passage. » At-the sameinstant it was) quick- 
ly opened from’ within, and a young re acre 
ped out'to meet them: 

She was very beautiful «and richly p Pant 
She ‘hada brilliant complexion; full of tints as 
exquisite as an artist’s creation, greatealinond 
shaped eyes of:soft: gloom, ‘and silky biue-blac!: 
hair. 

She'shot Rachel a ‘swift llodls from under- 
neath hér long lashes. «Was it faney—or didnt! 
dark, almost malignant Ca iapese' come into 
those splendid orbs? 

Before Rachel had: timo to more: than form 
the ‘question in her own mind, ‘the young beau- 
ty was greeting Madame Cale quite cordially. 

‘*Tt’s an unexpected pleasure to welcome .you 
td ied hesivid madame,” she'said; ima rich, mu- 
sical: voices’ Then she stopped short, ened ects 
ed a little. 

It had just occurred to her that thé platitritio 
sounded somewhat absurd, perhaps, when the 
circumstance that ‘had occasioned madame’ s 
visit was' taken into consideration. ! 

Madame smiled and shrugged. 

» “Don’t, waste: compliments “upon manh: isl 
wretch like me,;:Grace, unless: you: wish» ‘to 
come to grief,” was her response. ois 

.“ That’s a warning, T suppose.) No matter.” 
She paused, and stole another glance at*Rachel: 
“Please introducéme ‘to ‘your: young a 
sho added, in an aside. 

“Bahl? snarled ‘madame, nialiciously:’ £1 
wonder ifyou will say it’s: a paeaburer to) sée 
Rachel here?” 

Without waiting fora reply, shewent throughi 
the form of the introduction. ‘* Miss Grace 
Atherton, Miss Rachel Clyde.” : a 

Miss Atherton held out her hands\“¢E hope 
we willibe friends, Miss'Clyde,’ishe said, fore= 
ing a'smile: ‘I will see you again: presently.” 

) She bowed, and passed'on. Rachel shivered,! 
as though a'cold draft of air had blown over 
her, and shrunk closer to her eompanion’s side; 
without knowing whys) J) 

Madame’s keen eyes caught ‘ther moyemento 
She rubbed her wrinkled little hands together, 
beginning to laugh. : 

“Pm afraid you are notipleased with Gace,” : 
she said, abruptly, t 

“J idont know,” answered Rachel. “ Sher is 
very beautiful, Tam sure ©'she rie to be very 

good,” 

‘Humph |” grunted madame. 

‘Rachel gave her a: swift glance = went on 
to ask: 

“Whotis'she??)!« 

“Grace Atherton? I thought you ad 
guess. Mrs, Heathcliff has been: married) twice. 


| Grace is the offspring of the first marriage” 


“ Ah!” murmured Rachel, with a gaiien ites 


| vulsion of feeling. | 


She had begun wobeléky tes suspéet that Mie) 
Heathcliff must be her own mother.’ But, at 
these words. of madanie’s; tle fee arte pepe 
was dissipated. 

Grace and she were very (itiedicttiaes Nittire 
plays odd fréaks sometimes, buf nothing ‘so ddd 
as a close relationship Detyeele her and Girsicé 
would have been: t gtintia 

In the midst of these aiebtiore mandinie 
thrust open the door. * An instant later Rachel 
was standing dizzy and dismayed, beside’ the 
eouch on which Colonel Heathcliff was lying, 
and ‘his wonderful blue eyes, with their soft 
languor, were again scanning her! lovely face: 

“Tt was very kind of you to wore he 
said, just above his breath. 

Rachel flushed a little, and dnswepbells 

“T could not think of going; sir, after you 
had asked me to stay.” 

“Thank you, Rachel.” a 

He sttiled. “What adear ‘little innocent 
it is,” he thought. 

‘A brief silence followed) « ‘Madame ‘Gale 
broke it by saying,‘sharply: -° 

* “'T suppose the doctor has been Seid pan 
a Yes. ” 

“ What' does hé say?” 1s 
-U“T have broken no\'bones, “‘Two' wwosks will 
set me on my feet again.” 1° 4 5 

His’ ‘gaze wandered ‘back to Rachel ‘before 
this'brief dialogue was fairly ended.”' He seem- 

ed to’ begrudge every moment that was given 
up to others. 


? 


You see'T am ‘to’ play the -role of invalid! 


for the present) my dear,” he said; witha sad, 
sweet smile. ‘All sick persons ‘are exacting 
and Selfish.“ I' wish I dared be?” . 

‘Rachel saw ‘what'a wistful look + gave her, 
and murmured} faintly: 

“What would you do, sir?” 

‘§ T-should insist on Keeping. you at Fairlaien 
to nurse’me.” 0"! 

She gave a great start of surprise, and so 
did madame, and the latter cried out, quickly ; 

No, nol /That-could' not be!” 

At this instant Mrs. Heathcliff advanced 
fromthe far erid of the apartment, where 
she had been standing with her back to them, 
She was bland and smiling; but her lips were 
white. 4 

“T heard what: 'my husband was saying,” 
giving Madame Gale a significant looky . ‘Tt 
is my wish, as well’ as his,'-that es Clyde 
should remain.” 

Madame dropped’ her ‘eyes, tabbing the ear~ 
pet nervously with her foot. 

“T believe you are‘all going crazy,” she mut- 
tered: : 

“No,” responded Mrs, Heathcliff, sweetly. 
‘‘But my husband has taken a violent fancy 
to Miss’ Rachel. He and I were ‘discussing’ 
the matter before you’ came in’. He does! tot 
wish her to g0 away) and of’ course he’ ane 
humored.” 

She forcéd'a Hhtreh, staring at maddie ited 
hard, lurid'way the latter did not like: ‘And 
$0; after a moment's thinking, madame‘ —— 
answer: 

“Tf'you ate really in ‘earnest I’ shall at op 
pose you. Rachel can remain.” 

Then’ she -drew Mrs. Heathcliff abruptly t to 
one side. 

What have'you* doné?” she ‘cried, in’ a 
fierce whisper. ““‘ How dare vou keep that girl 
here, Pauline?’ 

S Hush!” -was the low answer. ‘ What élse 
could T do? | Teould 166 keri her away against 
iny ‘htisbanid’s' wishes,” : 

“ True. ” 

Madame heaved a déep ‘sigh;’ and’ said’ ‘no 
inoré; ° Bit her face grew’ giraver and sterner 
than before} and ‘she ‘cast’ uneasy glances to- 
Ward the couth where the master of Fairlawn 
was lying: 

What was the nature’ of the dread she ‘¢vi- 
dently experienced? 

‘An hour later ‘she quitted the fio tia alone, 
and ‘another great’ question’ in a life- 
ar std was 3 thas Gpetlbd: 
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CHAPTER ‘s 

21. SowmEEe BOUQUET'S® MESSAGE: /o:! 

“War wonderful changes ' even’ twénty- 
four sort! hours ‘can’ make in the ‘current of 
one’s life,” thought’ Rachel,’as she sat’ in her 
priyate room at Fairlawn that night: } 

‘Tt was a beautiful chamber with picturés and 
statuettes adorning the walls, a soft rich car 
pet upon th>'fldor, atid carting Of creamy lace 
falling dWay froin'the large Windows. "Gazing 
around,” with «a ‘bright, * pleasé@i smile, she 
thought ‘she had never seen anything r=) bret- 
ty, 50 comfortable: in ‘all her ‘life. * F 

‘Ti. was a change from thé close little bed- 
yoom wider the roof she'thad occupied ‘at Mie 
dame Gale’s. 

‘The évérits that had Wrought? this" plator- 
tation seemed like’a bewildering dream.’ “Ra- 
chel almost feared to clésé hér eyes lest all thé 
béauty and ‘eleganc® should vanish; and: she 
should find herself back ‘agairi in the"dld hot, 
ednifortless apartment, ' 

“Everybody had been very kind to her. Even 

rs. Heathcliff and Grace had unbetit’a Tittle 

‘om their usual haughtiness of spirit, spoken 
afew gracious words, and made an effort to 
place her‘at ease among them. ~~’ 

But she felt'that she could like no one’ half 
so well as thé master of Fairlawn himself; 

Idling there in the ‘dreamy stillness of her 
chamber, shé tried ‘to’ analyze ‘thé fascination 
he exercised. “It vas not his ‘haridsome facé 
with its sadness and Jangtor'and® wonderful 
blue eyes’ that drew her’ to him s6 strongly; 
it was not his smile, so sweet, tender and sym- 
pathetic; it ‘was not éven his"kindiess or the 
extraordinary interest he manifested i in’ her- 
self. 

No} thé'causé of the gldtiour mist be 100K: 


ed for elsewhere. She felt its power and yield: | 


ed to it, Without knowing wheuce it cane, 


Colonel’ Héathcliff seemed like 6ne‘to rever- 
Blea tb raise’ to’ me S ene seat “anon lier 
MY, Torhatitie’ Passion es 


idols, It was no 
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had: conceived for’ him}. but,a vey¢rential love 


and trust, such as she might have sivemte herte| 
| bing, breath. 


own) father, had shereyer known hint) »»/ 

The deep reverie, into which she had fallen 
wasaidamgerous one, and! it, was well, per-| 
haps, that a quick tap at the door‘soon brought) 
her wandering spirit" back,,to: thi qrargaay 
world. 

Oneof the maids stdad without. ts 

‘Miss Grace is in the drawing-room, ” ‘Shes 
said, courtésying quite, low to, Rachels; She 
would be pleased to cos you join von wig 
if agr@eable.” fool 4 

Certainly.” fis 

| Rachel stole: solly-down: tise uke rai bhatt 
fluttering a little” faster-than its: wont: ) Truth 
to tellj-she was. just: a: little, afraid..of: this 
hatighty. beauty. liv : 

Grace flung open the drawing-root door) 
and called to her quite graciously: 

** Comeiin}- Miss Clyde. «I — Jonelys that 
is why I sené for you.” 

She swept: languidly tora Seat ‘Racliel 
thought her more beautiful than ‘ever in’ the 
soft sheen ofthe lamplight. |. Her eyes! glitter- 
ed brightly; and/a*stmptuous cariine stained 
either cheek, | Her! diess was! 'ai-rich silk, re- 
lieved by heavy: folds of tare old lace. 

Rachel had never seen so magnificent a) 
woman) No ore would ever: have thoughtiof 
éalling her sweet or lovely, + ones was e 
only word that fitted her. . ) 

She-would have shtnew star ih the festive 
crowd—a queen reigning by: tight of herimar- 
velous beauty, to which even the coldestiher4 
mit must have paid unwilling tribute, 

oT thought we ought to Hiiake!each other’s 
acquaintance as :soon as possible;sincs you»are 
to remain here for the present,” she said,.quiet- 
ly. * Odd,-isn’bit, that! papadHicatheliff shold 
have taken such a "liking to you??: 

Rachel shrunk .& little from tthe: bold aura 
of thuse ‘flashing orbs; and mufimured vsome= 
thing to the effect thab = ‘thought it quite 
unaccountable, i, ‘ios! te 

Grace . diggeed . at her! reply, (whatever it 
was. | 

“What a’ demure alittle thing you ceive! ghd 
extlaimed, |‘ Nott a! shadow of vanity or ed- 
quetry in your disposition. I've been watch- 
ing you; Jenny. Wreny:and! ‘I ! flatter! myself 
that I ean. read peop. ny ASagry gee tov 

‘Oh, Miss Atherton 12 .ei1! i 

Yi Did I frighten you? Or are ae Only 
shocked ‘at my funny ‘way of talking? | Never 
mind, you’ll'soon \ get used’ to.\it; and enti — 
mind. it.” r 

She: saw Rachel .change color A little, tad, 
laughing carelessly, erossed!)to» the: piano ‘and 
opened’ it)' “Perhaps she wasvanxidus' ‘to clear 
away the tS lama ag ane ype she’ had 
created! towol oft a 

‘*Dovyou play, Miss Ciyaer” she maid; ar athe 
doubtfully: 3 

“A little.” ) f 

\ Rachel’s eyes . bexan Ito spairielé; ands @ doft 
flush crept into her cheeks. ) 
botD love ‘niusic; she: #ddedi apologetic. 
“ltismy onky passione 6 dsitt—ding 

Grace openedwide'bereybsiiocil . » & 
© S6 Did! Madame Gale (provide « ayelr wes int 
structors?” she ‘asked, !)0 6 a 

‘Oh, yés}!madarmie has pees very” z00d to 
me in that Fespect)”. 

“Humph! I would not have pélieved' iti?) 

‘She palea peréeptibly, ) Jas she kpokei+ Stine 
gust of passion seemed to ‘sweep! over her. 
Her ‘splendid eyes’ flashed more andemdore 
brightly, ! ra i *betesttyi camie* ya and 
quick: 

‘Whatever may ae valteod ae dee it 
was over in an instdnt/: Blandly smiling, she 
advew her reluctant companion 'to the piano.’ 

10 “Tam anxious to hear youplay, erm Clyde: 
You will oblige me?’ : 
“Tf you really wishat.” 090! Dobler, eit 
Rachel trembled?a/ little as'she took her’ seat 
at the piano: Aé first hér ‘fingers ‘ran‘ovéer the 
keys somewhat, ‘unsteadily.' (Then; «gaining 
courage, as hér sou! filled with the. inspiration 
of music, she struek intoan air ofsach tangled 
sweetness, sich’ alow,’ tender ‘babbling’ of 
melody and delicious sounds, per Lit pg hela 

her breath to listen! { 

Thé°rippling notes: died eri shee liard 


noes edd 


; chords gave out their hoarse ‘utidertoneé, ‘aia 


then the melody broke out! ‘again, this’ time 

loud, fierce, exultant, liké‘an! imprisoned Soul 

that ‘had burst its Bonds asunder. aor * 
“Th6 notes rose; fell, :crashed”’through' the 
lent rooni, rer ony ‘ast. ‘iuito, the ‘dvéainy 
ushof thosummer night clon e loz soll 


{(Reehels,.hands slid away, from .the; elo 
boardiyShe sat-quite ofall dyANENG a, Jong,.sob- 


i fiBravo!’) cried a ¥0i9e from, the, doorway, 
and there ;came,suddenly the squrd, of; ROIs, 
encore. 

«Grace looked up,, biting the, blood from y yher 
full red lip. 

aif Dre Tremaine!”;she oried ont, ‘sharply. 

“He came quickly for ward—a tall,; handsom,., 
manj.of twenty-five, witha proud, high-bred 


| face, and) ay pair; of “Wonderfully ,. keer, bright 


darkeyes,| | 

“YT heard the - music’ % he, said, “Apolonatically,, 
‘Sand (could, not beax,..to, Bain thus sbrgaking . 
thespell” si 

“Phe old. fable ef gre Bm ower, A eatngis 
laughed Grace. ff Howevex, HOUBTS, Yeu abs 
Come?yf [fh 

He, bowed ins eclmowledgiment, x sid 
quietly, od 

J‘ ltids, areal. sur prise to ace Miss ‘Clyde. 
here.” 

Rachel srose-:at - thoi, smiled. Wery ‘tainty, 
and moved away from the paino, The) sheen,ef 
tenis;was inher violet eyes; yGrace regarded 
her wonderingly.y ; nobbid vite OWE 

“Tm afraid I hove pained you in some ae 
she said, ‘ av 

f£0b;\, no; no?" aif Rachel choking. inaek; 
her sobs;iand moving still further awayed) oui 

Grace followed her relentlesslysow seady beot 

“| You are grieved—vsounded,” she persisted. 
aa ir ill you not tell me why?” ’ 

“dt was the music: |. doshouldn’t have played: 
that piece!” F don't cee what possessed ney” 
Lused..to play, it, fot, somebody who is very” 
dear:to mew Ihave .not played it for mouths 
until to- night.” 

The last words, were-buskily spoken. She 
gave Grace a pleading Iook mee, talent have 
melted a héart 6f stone. : 

) Perhdpsyourvfriend is dead? went: Ton 
that! sich, pram tes voice, so: fullof seeniing: 
sympathy. iow edd bs 

1 4Nopno; hed is not dead: arp vr x Ys hopee 
isihot,? i bad bs 

Rachel could say no more. She r ranoto; the 
open window, and stood there withwher face 
hidden, lodking out into the dusky night) dort 

“What an artless’ child,” declared: Grace, 
glancing up swiftly into the grave countenatice 
of Dro: Tremaine.:.1‘©Did! youceverseé amy- 
body so perfectly unsophisticated ?’i Lin soleg 

“ Societyhas not spoiled her; he danswered: 
“God grant itmever tmiayl” ©. out glo hot)? 

She litted her éyebrows & little:! ola I 
AOs4OF course itis all verypretty, Drv ret 
maine, © It’s like’a! new 'sensationote imeéétia 
worian who wears Her heart ott herbleet¥ 
Oue very rarely has-that ‘pleasure. Iiwonder 
if poor Rachel has lost her lovetPer bus banot 

-oH6' bit his' lip savagely; but inadenéanswer. 

Gracé was shrewd enough torsdethe did! not 
like the tur conversation! was ‘taking; aol 2g 
ae uptly changed the subject.) te br 

A “brief lintenval: passed! » While “Dr. Ite 
maine and Gracetalked; they fell, halfambey- 
stiously, to watching the etal ! egane ‘of Raehel 
by the open window. suttelg enw oda 

Stddenly they'isaw her arawe eee Ath a 
stifled ery) “Attle saineinstdhta smal out 
quet of tiberosés was’ flung through dhewint 
dow by an unseen hand, and fell at her feet! P 

onhél picket tp) glancing” shaiply 1 hee ae 
ahs @id-so.! Her. sei age as ‘anid'she' drew 
long; Sobbing ‘breaths! Id & soit if 

_ Grace ran up to her! Wisent toqque 101 «ls eciy 

hee oabaveill, ‘Miss Cryidg;o¥ ike: éxelaiiied. 
“Youve a pLiOSt”". foroaH biswot Bousel eH 

‘Rachel's eyes dilated a ithe, “Sha tiidde one 
or two futile attempts to-hide “tid bowquet, 
bate) very white! ‘aiid! “frightened tis sie Ald 


1d edt 10 ow! i betegall 
“1 40Nby Mehé Basped. MP Y6agi Sin hina fe. 
It’s a stddenfainthess! aud ie eed over ‘ae 
rectly.’ Vievieit gil sed tid esa 


She Vovked so" pale aia dais vaieal ' any 
other person would havedbeen! Hoved to pity. 
But Grate Athertow did not! 1aioW the meaning 
OF Gib ant = ; es ond Le sidiw 

igs FV hope ey “tay ables Be ‘is atty Vihai- 
ehetter! Sit dow nf You are notifitto stand.” ” 

Then, bending ove her with “an ‘air’ of-well- 
simulated poliditiide,*shé addéae 7" wom I~ 

o* What lévely flowers! “‘They“were: ag: dvd 
through the window, were they-1ot??* * ide 

Rachel * felt ‘Dr!’ Trémaine’s!” curious © 
fixed upon her face, and longed to sinkethyoigt 
thd floor ais Sha ‘osawer OLtihdtly 299) “160 

SThepavere, £55 Ai shittios Jom eeob ede 

“How odd!” Gracé foreed'a laa gi” «pda 
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must have madea conquest, Miss Clyde. Shall 
I congratulate you upon your unknown ad- 
mirer who prefers to hide himself in the dark?” 

Rachel attempted no reply. But she looked 
so miserable that Dr. Tremaine came to her re- 
lief, 

“T wish I might trouble you for one of your 
new songs, Miss Atherton.” 

“Certainly,” answered the beauty, her lip 
eurling disdainfully. 

Dr. Tremaine led her to the piano, But he 
was not by any means unmindful of the beam- 
ing look of gratitude vouchsafed him by a 
pair of misty, violet eyes, 

I fear he saw those tear-wet eyes, and that 
white, pleading face far more distinctly than 
he did the notes‘on the music-leaf he turned 
for Grace a few moments later. 

As for Rachel, she sat very still, looking 
hard at the bouquet she held. Tuberoses! 
She knew full well whose favorite flower they 
were, Their sweetness turned her sick. A 
thousand fears beset her. 

Suddenly she felt a paper rustle under her 
hand. ‘Parting the clustering leaves, she 
drew out a tiny note, literally smothered in 
sweets, hidden away in the very heart of the 


bouquet. 
Dr. Tremaine and Grace were still at the 
piano. They had their backs to her. Spread- 


ing the note open with a trembling hand, she 
read these words: 


“Theard you playing that old tune I used to 
love so well, jest now. Do you know what the 
sweet notes told me, Rachel? They told me that I 
was not forgotten, that some kindly memories were 
still cherished in your heart for me. 

“Imust see you. Come out in the fgee as 
— as. you can got away. I shall wait for you 

re. 


CHAPTER VI. 
THE MYSTERIOUS MEETING. 


Tue lines of this note were written in a 
stiff, crabbed hand, <A lead pencil had been 
used, and the words were uneven and jagged, 
sometimes even running into each other, as if 
the writer had had insufficient light for his 
purpose, 

There was no signature, None was needed, 
Rachel would have known that hand any- 
where, despite its present irregularity. 

The words too were amply significant, She 
read them two or three times over, growing 
paler and more frightened-looking each time; 
and at last crumpled the note in her hand, 

‘God help me!” she murmured. 

Then she began to tremble. The words of 
the\song Grace was singing with such abandon 
at that moment, sounded indistinct and far- 
off; she grew giddy; the lights seemed to 
dance before her eyes—the room to swing 
round and round, 

She struggled hard ‘against the faintness 
that beset her, and at last conquered it., Rising 
slowly and with difficulty, she tottered for- 
ward a few steps. j 

T am not well,” she said, faintly. ‘You 
will excuse me, Miss Atherton?” 

Grace stopped short in the. noisy interlude 
she was playing. 

“Of course you can go, if you are ill,” she 
answered, with a shrug. ‘I don’t believe it 
is good for you to receive anonymous bou- 
quets,”” 

It was a bitter shot, and hit hard. Rachel 
put out her hand involuntarily, as if to shield 
herself from a blow, clinging to the nearest 
chair for support meanwhile. 

Dr. ‘Tremaine’s ‘handsome face darkened. 
He leaned toward Rachel, whispered a word or 
two in her ear, and sliding his arm about her, 
led her to the door. 

Grace followed them with her eyes. They 
lingered a moment or two on the threshold, 
and a few more words, very low and very 

were spoken by Dr. Tremaine. 

Grace bit her lip fiercely. 

“Good God!” she:hissed, between her close- 
set teeth, , ‘Is that girl to be the bane of my 
!whole life? Is she to steal his love from me, 
with all the rest? Ah, how I hate her!” 

Dr, Tremaine turned back with a slow and 
thoughtful step when Rachel was gone. He 
looked very, pale and grave, 

“T know you pity Miss Clyde,” said Grace, 
sweetly, laying her hand on his arm. ‘‘ You 
think she has some great trouble to bear.” 

He started slightly, and answered: 

A I do,” 

“Poor dear. I quite agree with you. But 
ahe does not confide in me. I can only guess 
the nature of her sorrow,” 


She heaved a deep sigh: |: ‘After a moment/s! 


silence she resumed: i 

‘ Miss Clyde must have met with ‘some ter-~ 
rible disappointment. » A lover turned out bad- 
ly, perhaps. How long have you known:her, 
Dr. Tremaine?” 

‘Three or four weeks.” 

“ And my acquaintance with her dates back 
only a few hours. | You have the advantage of 
me,” 

A brief silence fell, which was broken by. 
Dr. Tremaine, f 

‘‘Why is she here?’ he asked. @ 

“To humor a whim of my father’s, The 
whole circumstance is quite’ romantic. . I will 
relate it in detail, some time.” 

She’ smiled, a trifle: satirically, it seemed, 
Moving across the floor, with the firm, majes- 
tic tread of a queen, a sudden cry broke from 
her lips. 

““Who passed the window, just: now?) she 
demanded. ‘Did you see no one?” 

Dr. Tremaine answered in the negative. 

“Surely I was not mistaken! A. shadow 
seemed to flit quickly pasta woman’s figure. 
Just heaven!—it was not Miss Clyde?” 

She stood still and looked: at her companion 
with an expression of odd, almost startled in- 
quiry. 

He made no answer, but paled perceptibly. 
Some sudden fear or pang or suspicion seemed. 
to strike him dumb, vy 

“It must have been Miss Clyde,” she:went 
on, sharply. ‘‘Dr. Tremaine, you, must fol- 
low her.” / d 

‘No, no.” 

“You must! The poor child will do some 
mischief to herself. I know there is something 
wrong. Go!” 

He still hesitated. There were great beads 
of moisture on his forehead. 

Grace played her role well. »\ She seemed al- 
most wild with fright and dread of what was 
about to happen. She darted into the halland 
flung a light scarf over her head. ' 

“ You shall go!:she cried, sharply. - ‘‘ See, 
Tam going with you. That poor child! She 
is mad to go wandering about at,this hour of 
the ‘night: Oh, you will, not let any harm 
come to her, Dr: Tremaine?” 

“God forbid!” he answered, in a deep yoice; 

No further urging was necessary... He took 
Grace’s hand in his, and they left the house to- 
gether. ; ‘ 

“This way,” she whispered, turning into 
the nearest path.  ‘‘I.am sure theifigure went 
this way.” 

' They walked on rapidly.' It wasa very nar- 
row path, shelterediby acacias and other fower- 
ing shrubs that made the night air heavy with 
sweets. 

Near the lower extremity was an arbor, 
They had nearly reached this when they caught 
a glimpse of a slight, girlish figure a few yards 
in advance. : 

‘‘ There, she! is,” said Grace, softly. ‘‘It is 
Miss Clyde.” wok 

At the same instant a second figure stepped 
into the path—that of a tall man enveloped in 
a cloak, Rachel seemed to) stare. at him 
breathlessly a moment, then she flung both 
arms about his neck and clung there, sobbing 
on his breast as if her heart would break. 

“Rachel, my darling Rachel,” murmured a 
rich, musical voice, * 

‘Tt is you! Oh,.God be praised!” the girl 
eried out, sharply. 

» Then there was a‘ silence. Dr. Tremaine 
had caught the, words very) distinctly. He 
stood motionless, staring hard at the two 
figures standing so close together in, the path. 

Grace pulled at his sleeve. 

“‘They must not see us,” she whispered, and 
drew him quickly into the profound gloom. of 
the acacias, : v 

He yielded because he scarcely realized what 
she.was doing. For a few seconds,not a sound 
—_ be heard save. Rachel’s smothered. sobs. 

I at last.she raised her,head.,. . .... ‘ 

Oh, why haye you come. back?” she.asked, 
in a voice of tender reproach. : 

‘*To see you, Rachel,” answered the, stran- 
ger, eagerly... 

“My darling—my darling!” 
“Don’t cry,” soothingly. 
glad to see, me?” ; 

“Yes; yes. But—” sal 

“But what, Rachel?’ , igs 

“You should not haye come here, even. to 
see me! It was too great a risk. It would 
kill me if anything were to happen to you,” ) 

Her sobs broke out afresh, and she kissed 


“ Are you not 


him. oyer and over again with an abandon- 
ment of love and grief and. despair. almost 
frightful to witness, 

“@Go away,” she cried, jimploringly.  ‘‘ Go 
away before anybody sees you. Ican scarcely 
breathe while while you linger here.” 

“Go, and leave'you, Rachel?” 

“ Ay, leave me... Do you think I am go: ut- 
terly selfish that I would keep you here? No, 
no!” 

After a moment’s silence the stranger said: 

“Tf I do go, I must see you ‘very soon 
again.” 


‘You shall... Only be cautious,, Promise 
me that you will be cautious,” 

“T promise—for your sake.” 

“God bless you. There—there! Good-by.” 


She pushed him from her, hesitated a mo- 
ment, and then drew him back again, clinging 
more closely to him than ever. 

“Oh, I cannot let you go!” she moaned. 
“TJ cannot, My heart is breaking.” 

“Poor, poor Rachel!” 

‘I have. only you to love, _The world 
would be very blank without you. How can 
I give you up? But I must—I must!” 

She sobbed so piteously that he caught her 
in his arms and kissed her again and again. 

‘Rachel, try to.be patient,” he pleaded. 
“Have not I been patient? It will all come 
right by and by, perhaps, if we only trust the 
Lord... It is very hard to trust Him sometimes, 
when everything looks so desperate and 
gloomy—at least I have found it so, But, He. 
never does forsake us if we leanon Him. 1 
am trying to do that, and I want you to. try, 
my darling.” 

“T ywill—oh, I will!” she cried. 
am so weak—so miserable.” 

“May He give you, strength. Now Iam 


“Only I 


going. Come a little way with me—to the 
wicket down yonder, ‘Will you?” 
'* Yes.? 


“Thank you. . It seems so good to be with 
you again, and to know that you love me as 
well as ever.” 

‘J shall always love you.” 

“I believe you will. Was it not strange 
that I found you so easily,?; God must have 
guided me. I thought you;were at Madame 
Gale’s; I was going to you there when I heard 
the music—the same dear old’ pieces I used to 
love so well, I knew no one else could play 
them like that, and I crept into the grounds 
and saw you through the window. Then I 
scrawled that note to you, and hid it in the 
bouquet of tuberoses. I knew you would 
think of me when you saw the tuberoses, dar- 
ling.” 

Rachel made some low-voiced answer. Then 
the pair began to move away. 

When the soft fall of their footsteps was lost 
in the distance Dr. Tremaine shook himself, as 
if awakening from some frightful dream. He 
had not meant to listen, but had crouched in 
the shrubbery like one transfixed. 

Grace followed him into the path. , 

“Tam yery sorry I ever brought you here,” 
she said, deprecatingly. ‘‘But, how was I to 
know?.. Miss Clyde looked so wild .and trou- 
bled that I feared she meant to do harm 
to herself. I, ought to have guessed _ the 
truth from that bouquet, perhaps. But I did 
not.” 

“We had no right to listen,” the doctor re- 
turned, coldly and constrainedly, We have 
overheard what was never intended for our 
ears. I regret it very much. But the fault 
was as much mine as yours,” 

Then he relapsed into silence, only saying 
“‘sood-night” at the door, and going away 
quite abruptly, ~ 


CHAPTER VII. 
SPINNING THE DEVIL’S YARN, 

RACHEL came down-stairs looking so pale 

and wan, the next morning, that, even Mrs. 
Heathcliff grew solicitous. 
, I fear you are not happy with us, my 
child,” she said, speaking quite kindly. “If 
that is so, you have only to tell my husband. I 
know he would not detain you here against 
your wish.” 

“Tt is not that,” answered Rachel, eagerly ; 
‘indeed it is not.” 

Grace was standing near, and a wicked 
smile curled her beautiful, lips, But she said 
nothing. 

Colonel Heathcliff, too, observed the change 
in, Rachel, and his languid blue eyes grew 
strangely troubled in their expression as he 
fixed them upon her face, 
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ff You,are losing your roses,” he said; gently. 
“Tsit Ipwho am stealing them away from 
you?” 

‘* Oh, no, no!” 

‘What then?,( Is; Fairlawn, like a! cage, 
that you beat your wings against its bars?” 

‘*No,” she, answered; . softly... I) think.I 
could be very happy here,|,,I do not wish to go 
away while you need me.” 

He laughed softly to himself, and,said, after 

. & Pause: 

«Then you will remain here forever; but 
“you must not make yourself ill nursing me. I 
shall not permit that,” 

Then, beckoning his wife to approach, he 
added: ,; | 

**T amgoing to send you both out fora walk. 
Take my word for it, you,,will, come back re- 
freshed.” 

Mrs. Heathcliff. bit. her lip, and. looked, 
slightly displeased, but, she instantly rung for 
her hat and scarf. 

“My. husband knows. how .to be very 
tyrannical, Miss Clyde,” she said, with .a 
forced laugh. ‘We might as well yield at 
once.” 

She moved. toward, the .door, waiting for 
Rachel to follow. The girl arose with ex- 
treme, reluetance.,. She would much, rather 
have remained. 

Mrs, Heathcliff was in a very gracious mood. 
She began talking glibly when they. were 
once in the;open air,,. She selected: the most 
public walks, and seemed determined to ex- 
tract its full enjoyment from the beautiful 
morning. 

Presently a man turned into the walk from 
one of the side paths. He came straight 
toward them... Of course they had. met, scores 
of..other men already, during. their brief 
ramble, but, somehow, this one: excited Ra- 
chel’s curiosity. 

Mrs. Heathcliff was; walking with her eyes 
fixed upon the ground. Though the man was 
coming straight toward them, and walking in 
a hurried, nervous manner, calculated to excite 
suspicion, she took no notice of him until they 
came face to face. 

_Then she gianced up quickly, and came toa 
sudden, stand still. Her features grew con- 
vulsed, and she bit her lip fiercely. . Some 
spasm of pain or fear or anguish seemed to 
shake her whole body, 

‘‘ You ?” she eried out, sharply. 

The. exclamation was involuntary—wrung 
from her in the surprise and confusion of the 
moment... The man ed and smiled. 

‘Yes, Mrs. Heathcliff,” he replied, calmly, 
“ You. were not expecting me?” 

“cc No. ” 

, She rallied.a little, stepped forward, and laid 
ber hand on his arm. 

“Tell me, Edward Dent,” she demanded, 
“what brings you here?” 

He hesitated, .glancing back at Rachel—a 
glance in which admiration and curiosity were 
singularly blended. 

“This young lady is a stranger to me, Mrs, 
Heathcliff... Excuse me if I am not communi- 
cative in her presence.” 

These words were spoken in a suppressed 
voice... But softly as they. were uttered, Rachel 
tin them distinctly... She looked fixedly at 

jhe man a Moment, then.a shiver shook her 


ype was a great, loutish, ungainly fellow, 
with ridiculously, long limbs,.a_ thin, dark 
ae and a pair of small, twinkling, deep-set 
eyes, that burned. under their bushy black 
brows like globes of fire. Rachel shrunk 
from a with an instinctive feeling of. .re- 


Pies. rs. Heatboliff had seen the man’s admir- 
ing look, as well as the look with which Rachel 
answered it, She smiled softly to herself, and 
said; 

“Mr, Dent, , pray allow me. to present 
my young friend and protege, Miss Rachel 
Clyde.” 

The, man _. started perceptibly,. He. gave 
Mrs, Hoathcliff a quick lance, as if to assure 
himself she was not, fi with him. Then 
he doffed his hat somewhat awkwardly, . 

“Tm sure,this is a pleasure, miss,” stam- 
‘mered he... It's always pleasant to meet any- 
pees so young and beautiful. Besides, I knew 
ae Hush ” otied ‘Mrs. Heathcliff, sharply. 

" Bhe stepped quickly between the two. . 

‘“ Rachel,” she. Speaking in a tone of 
pressed. excitement, “"T ‘think we have 

Giibea far enough, . Shall we turn back?” 


“Tf, you please, madam.” 

“<I do please. I’m tired and out of sorts... I 
couldn’t go a step further.” 

She turned, snatching Rachel’s hand as she 
did so, and literally dragging her along the 
path by which they had come. 

Two or three,long strides brought the man 
she had called Edward Dent to her. side 
again.. He looked down at her, with a disagree- 
able smile, 

“This is. not the way old friends should 
meet or part, Mrs. Heathcliff,” and he grinned, 
sarcastically, 

She aoe a quick breath, growing quite pale 
with anger and terror. 

** Forgive me,” she faltered. ‘‘ I’m not well.” 

“Humpht Perhaps you are well enough to 
invite me to Fairlawn.” 

“To Fairlawn?” 

‘Yes, I am anxious to quarter myself there 
for the present. Nay, don’t make any apolo- 
gies. Iam quite ready to take up with such 
accommodations as you have to offer.” 

He ended with another of those disagreeable 
smiles. . Mrs. Heathcliff shook from head to 
foot. But, with a strength of will, worthy a 
better cause, she turned, after a brief silence, 
saying graciously; 

“Of course you are very welcome. Pardon 
me for not having offered the Boepiennns of 
Fairlawn sooner.” 

Then she fell back a little, signing for him 
to follow her example. The instant Rachel 
had passed beyond the reach of their voices 
she said, between her shut teeth: 

“ What do you-mean by coming here, and 
forcing yours:lf upon us?” 

“T came,” he. answered, with a sneer, ‘*be- 
cause it was my pleasure, and because a cer- 
tain person in whom we are both interested is 
lurking somewhere in this neighborhood.” 

Mrs.. Heathcliff started, stared wildly, and 
cried, with a shiver in her voice: 

‘‘Impossible! He is not here?’ 

‘tT have every reason to believe that he. is, 
He disappeared suddenly from his old haunts, 
at least, and we could find no trace of him.” 

“ Would he dare come this way?” 

“He would dare anything, Such another 
reckless devil Inever saw. Of course I saw 
the necessity of following him.” ~ 

‘Of course,” she echoed, and then relapsed 
into silence, 

“ As to forcing myself upon you,” he added, 
presently, ‘‘to whom could I goin this emer- 
gency, save to my very dear friend, Mrs, 
Heathcliff?” 

She suddenly clasped her fingers over her 
temples, 

‘““My husband,” she murmured, “ What 
shall I say to him? , “How explain your pres- 
ence in the house?” 

‘“Humph! That is your concerti. “You can 
say [am some relative, if he wish.. I shall 
not contradict you.”. 

She hesitated, gave him a ‘ quick, half-im- 
ploring glance, and finally said; , 

“Why will you go to Fairlawn? ‘There are 

hotels in the neighborhood, . You “might stop 
atone of those.” ; 
_.“¥ would rather. not,” he answered, shrug- 
ging—an odd light coming into his flashing 
black.eyes, . “I have a reason for wishing to 
remain underneath your roof.” 

“What reason?” q 

His glance swept forward, rested upon Ra- 
chel’s trim, elegant igure an instaht, and then 
he replied: 

o Love iP 

Mrs, Heathcliff started as if she had ‘been 
struck, She stared stupidly at him. ~ 

*“\mpossible!” ; 

“Tt is true,” he said, coolly, “I don’t won- 
der you are surprised, It’s a case of love at 
first sight. Such things do happen, even at 
my. time of life. Miss Clyde is pretty as a pic- 
ture, I’m really quite smitten with her.” 

He was dead in earnest—there could be no 
doubt of that. Mrs. Heathcliff looked thought- 
ful. She clasped and unclasped her hands 
several times, in a nervous manner, At last 
she turned to her companion with’ att ‘expres- 
sion of unmistakable relief upon her face. 

“‘Good!” she exclaimed. ‘I believe I’m 
glad you have taken a fancy to the girl. It 
will save me a world of trouble, perhaps, for I 
know you will never dare to play me false. 
You shall marry her!” 

‘Shall 1?” he laughed. 
not marry me.” ~ 

“She shall be madé to marry you,” answer- 
ed Mrs, Heathcliff, compressing her lips steriily, 


“Perhaps she will 


CHAPTER VIII. 
THE HEART’S CRY. 


Mr, Epwarp Dent was installed at Fair- 
lawn as an honored guost. Colonel Heathcliff 
made no attempt to conceal his surprise at the 
visit, but he treated him with uniform courte- 
sy and politeness. 

“You will find Edward very eccentric,” 
Mrs. Heathcliff had said to her husband, at the 
outset. ‘But I know you will be kind to him 
for my sake.” 

“Certainly,” the colonel made: answer. 
“You say he is a relative?’ 

She hesitated, flushed a little, and replied: 

“A cousin, on my mother’s side.” 

“T never heard you speak of him.” 

“No., I used to see him sometimes, when a 
child. But we had-not met for many years. 
Thad almost forgotten him.” 

Colonel Heathcliff looked thoughtful. 

“T hope he has not degenerated any in ail 
these years,” he said, after a pause. 

“T doWtknow. Ican only tell you that he 
is very rich. He seems to have made money 
rapidly. He may leave it all to Grace if we 
are kind to him.” 

“True, my dear.’ You may rest assured I 
shall do nothing to blast Grace’s hopes in that 
direction.” 

And so Mr. Edward Dent, in spite of his 
innate coarseness and vulgarity, and the sus- 
picious suddenness of his appearance among 
them, became domiciled in the household. - 

Perhaps Rachel was the only person who 
really suffered because of his presence in the 
house. But his manner toward herself filled 
her with alarm and uneasiness. 

He’ rarely sought the chamber where 
Colonel Heathcliff still lay, rapidly recovering 
from his bruises. “But the girl could not stir 
outside the sacred precincts of that room with- 
out encountering him. 

He followed her into the garden, if she 
went there for a breath of fresh air or a little 
exercise, If she sought the music-room, he 
was by her'sidein an instant. In the spacious 
parlors she could never be free from the an- 
noyance of his presence. 

The nature of his attentions could scarcely 
be mistaken. He was ludicrously devoted and 
loverlike, considering the shortness of their 
acquaintance. Rachel was not even civil to 
him, for she’could not conceal the disgust and 
abhorrence he inspired. 

The girl would have been very unhappy but 
for the’ pleasure she experienced in Colonel 
Heatheliff’s society and attending upon his 
wants. 

Dr. Tremaine came to Fairlawn frequent- 
ly. But a strange coldness had crept into 
his manner toward Rachel. He manifested a 
reluctance to seek her society that cut her to 
the “heart. 

One day he came in and found her alone 
in the drawing-room. ‘With ordinary polite- 
ness, he could do no Jess than linger to say a 
few words to her. In the midst of their con- 
versation the’ door was thrust open, and Mr. 
Dent looked in. 

« Ah!” he said, frowning a little, at sight 
of Dr. ‘Tremaine. © “You are engaged, Miss 
Clyde? Ihave something particular to say to 
you.” 

His manner gave emphasis to his words. He 
advanced slowly into the apartment. Rachel 
grew very white, and clung involuntarily to 
the arm of her companion. 

“Take me away,” she whispered. ‘To 
the perme Sh A ro og that we escape that 
man!” 

Dr. Tremaine’s arm slid abotit her waist. 
He'led ‘her toward the ea looking very stern 
and resolute. 

“Let us pass, if you fase” he said, for 
Mr. Dent had halted directly in their way. 

The man hesitated an instant. Something 
of rage and hatred mingled in the dark vil- 
lainy of his countenance. But he caught the 
sudden fire that’ leaped into Dr. Tremaine’s 
eyes, and wisely drew back. 


“Certainly, sir,” he said’ with an awk- 
ward bow. (‘*I-did not know you were going 
out.” 

‘owe are.” 


He knitted his brow, and returned, speaking 
in a very low Voice: 

“T must beg an interview with Miss Clyde 
when she is at liberty.” 
“pr. Tremaine passed out, making no re- 
sponse. “He Jed Rachel to the conservatory. 
The door'stood open, and she looked so white 


| 
| 
| 
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and irighténed't that he dared take her no fur- 
ther. 
“You are ill,”. he said, gently, drawing 


up a stool in the shadow of the vines. ‘We , 
will. wait here until you are better, Or do you 
wish me to summon. assistance?” 
“No, no,” she answered, hastily... “Don’t 
leave me,” =" 
She was shaking from. head to, foot. After, 


alittle she grew calmer, 

“{ mow you think me very foolish,” she 
murmured, witha faint smile, ‘ Nothing: ails’ 
me, Iwas only frightened.” f ap 

“Mr. Dent frightened, you?’ : 

“Yes,” she answered, reluctantly. 

“You do. not, like that man?” he went on, 
giving-her a swift glance. 

She shuddered, and slowly; shook her_Jiead.. 

“Tam glad of that,” and a strange earziest-, 
ness seemed to. creep into. his manner, ig 
have been watching him, Miss Clyde, I am 
sure he cannot be trusted. _ 1 would be ver, Yr 
sorry if you were to make a friend of. him.” 

He stopped abruptly, moved, away a few 
steps, and presently came back again, 

“Would to heaven, Rachel,” he cried out, in| 
fierce, eager voice, ‘‘that 1 had the night to" 
shield you!” 

The words seemed to have been wrung 
from him in the anguish and. delirium of the 
moment. He had paused before’ her, ‘with 1 his, 
gleaming eyes fixed upon her face, | Lig own 
handsome features being strangely. conyulsed., 

Rachel started. A. flush swept up to her | | 
temples. She put out her hands deprecatingly,... 

‘Oh, Dr. Tremaine!” she faltered. 

Her voice failed her with these words. , She 
clasped her hands over her brow, glaring at 


him wildly, and seeming to shrink within her- 


self as if pained or shocked by what, bad jhap-, 
pened, 

It was only the natural action of a ‘pure-__ 
hearted girl, under the circumstances., She 
thought she had been bold, unmaidenly. . It, 
suddenly occurred to her that she had brought , 
about this interview—Dr. Tremaine had not 
sought it! 

Perhaps his great pity, was prompting the, 
words he uttered! 

She felt stunned, humiliated. She could 
not speak, but she moved slightly away; from, 
him. 

A bitter smile curled ir. ‘Tremaine’s ‘hand, 
some lip as he observed the action. ; Of course, 
he entirely misapprehended her motive. 

“ Forgive me,” he said, looking. very, pale, 
and speaking rapidly. ‘‘ 1, haye, no, right, to 
pain you. T will not. My secret “shall lie, 
buried in my heart, where it has laip. formapy | 
days already.” 

She glanced up at him at that. How White, 
and miserable he looked! , Oh, if she. only. 
could—if she only dared tell him what, was 
passing in her-heart!, .; I 

But, her lips were “dumb, 
moaned, but that was ally ,, r 

“J think I was mad for;one brief moméut, if 
he went on... ‘I had:seen, that, villain’s perse- 
cutions, and longed to shield you,; 1 could, nob 
see you suffer, But,J.knew, all the; time, you 
could never love me-—that your ‘affections were 
given to another,” 

She started, stared more wildly than before, 
and suddenly recovered her VOICE. 965566) pity 

* Another?’ she gasped... ; haodey ha 

“Forgive me; for, haying surpris your se: 
eret,” ho said. “Tt was the, resi » th 
dent. ee oa 

“ What do you gat’ 7408 

He looked fixedly at her a moment, and ie 
made answer: 

“This love of, which: L al te ei: think’ se 
have réasons for keeping it a secret, ii 

She: began to comprehend what. he meant. 
A sudden flame swept) over,,her, face, and 
then receded, leaving, it pale and ,cold, She 
sat with her hands locked in her Jap, ina map- 
ner that told of suppressed passicn, 

‘God help me,” she murmured... ,, 

He stooped over, her suddenly. ‘His, bad 
touched. her hair. : 

‘God help you, and God bless: youl”, he. ex- 
claimed. 

He turned, moving slowly toward the, toe, 
Rachel glanced after him, piteously, helplessly 
—a glance that must haye, broken down all 
barriers, had he only,seen:it. 

But ho did not. He moved further and fur- 
ther aways, Another, moment, and the, door 
would have been closed between them. | 

Rachel could bear the anguish of parting no 
longer. She flung out her hands wildly, 


_ She. moved, 


“ Come back—comé' back!” shé falteréd!’ 1 
shall -dié if ‘yo leave me,’ "Come back,/and T 
will tell you all!” -TACITOS 

“Phe wotds did not’ rétich his’ ears, ‘but’ he 
caught the mutmur of her voice. “He hesitated, 
| turued, and darted to Her side; vit 

oe Oh, my ‘darling, ks ne" Winsperea le ‘T eanmnbt, 
16ave you!” © a. 

He stooped AS/if to ‘gate! hef itito is arins.’ 

soft, gliding footstep, and the sharp rustling ‘ 

of sill! réathed' his ars at thé Same moment. 
Ba aHGUSbaAW Hfid WARROE? 

The door opened quickly, and crate ‘Ather-- 

+on' Came pean into’ the eoriservatory. of 


LiJiw 


CHAPTER ix. 
THE BAFFLED. BEAUTY, ra etival 
Gracg paused near the threshold, evidently 
startled by the’ unexpected’ tables thi met 
her gavzoy 
‘The Tieh ‘eolor’ foriople Hp ails bheek! She 


a clenched her- teeth involuntarily. Tt was in! 


possible 't6' mistake’ the Meaning ofthat scéne. 
For an ‘instant shéIeaned piddily against ‘the 


lid fade,’ and her secret soiil laid bare. 

Then. she rallied. Forcing’ a ‘sitiile ‘to® her 
lips 'she advanced a little further’ into’ the eon- 
servatory. 

Around her was fragrance 2 ‘aiid’ Véetity iia! 
ridtoud bloom; green Vines’ trailing from’ pil- 
lars and arches;'flowers bursting’ into gorgeous’ 
losin, with the suitimier sunlight’ Tying, wart 
land golden overall.” 

“She could never bear thé sight of ower’ af- 
jterward, and some odors turned her sick: 

~“* Pardon mie,” she said, Softly." ‘I'thought 
ee conservatory was deserted. ms ds 

“Dr. Tremaine’ Held ont his hand. 
| “T came to" mnake’ my custdmary ‘Call; Miss 
Atherton,” ‘he’ said, with "grave ‘dignity: ee 
jam glad to haye met y ou.” 

She. bowed in debi wrleaBthent looked tard 
at Rachel, wh6'sat ’ pale’ and ‘quivering’ in’ the 
shadow of an Oleander, and knitted ‘her brows," 
las if at & loss whether ‘to olor stay. 

Rachel sayed ‘her the trouble of a decision by 
|rising abruptly, and moving away with a'slow 
uncertain step. ae 

Grace called after her: | ye bel 
Deve “Dent is “waiting ‘for’ you: “You “vill, 
find him in, the front parlor. I promised’ | to 
send you to him.’ 

‘Rachel’s réply was jwaneeiatee She loss 
| the door ahd fied across thé’ hill and’ up the 
| stairs, never pausing to take breath | until she 
fe reached het own rooni, and the! door was, 
ly locked pee all intruders.“ 

wphen she flutig Herself on the ‘coudti sobbing 

| and wringing her ‘hands as. Af ‘her: very heart 
' would break. , 
“OTE is all “over” She: moaned. ‘Dr. ‘Tre- 
indine will think mie cold’ and ‘wrigrateful,' and 


oh, my heart is bursting; with the wre | 


of if ally? ai 

_.She searcel thought 6 Ts t, exoe, to! | 

Wont dér How she eould best na tn ca 
“Grace, ‘tnéanwhile, a ba aie iden ‘a 


delicate . "arch of vines, covertly oe 
Eeapeniesi? tice,” aiid’ idly pu ing’ a Tose 
to 

She was wondering: just how far sia dori 


had gone, and what had Been thé 1 result 6 a. 
gil Nee seems yonaer tay “favored, nde 
sad pres reseitly, forcing a’ light, ldugh,’ 

a astonish you to Yeath” how: me ats 
bowing at her shrine.” ; 

_ Indeed!” he. answered, coldly... . 
yee Me Dent is “qui nan te He 


follows het like’'a- shadow. “And’’ even’ papa 
Heatheliff thinks her incom; parable. daha ae 
We ised for Lise hi nit as none ‘came, 


she ad ; 

"You ure! ‘as fami e's T ata wi che éyents 
of ‘that night’ sear 6 met th yim or in 
the garden. Of course he was. a lover. 
der, Dr. Tremaine,” Jifting her eyes With: 


arch, pi ciigdeased glance, “if you will ‘not’ 


th victim oe ate ie sos 
‘He amiléd and shrugged, °° 
TORR ANB is: bse h aii" Aber. 


ton. ” 

, She bit, her lip.; 
a an had. expect 
; rhtpe you don’t. ft bink I am warning ‘you 
against Miss Clyde?” she exclaimed, 
yp Ob, no,” with another shrug, that puzzled 
her more than the first had done. - - 

“Tt was Sade an, Bit unlucky jest. Forget, it. 
Tacteatre Habhel Sie Ba BU AE BOOST DE 


this was Scarcely tha an- 


‘| parture. it Bo 
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Thén'she hi hadged the’ 2 wate abruptly, alia 
féll to talking“ of other ‘things)s But/Dr. ‘Tré-’ 
maine did not linger many minutes. Though 
a woman of rare beauty and faseindtion, 
sheo-had® not ahs) per to! hold himieat ‘ ‘er 
sidé, ered + $ oy ined yoy tad 

iste felt this, ‘and stheds ‘faitly® diviaowith 
ragey! by! the hall 'window,! (watching asl de 
Mt HOV e4iw (EWE 

(Has i¢ecome to this?” she ‘hissed thi¥ongh 
her close-set teeth. ‘‘Have I really given'my 
heart, with alle its richiess loft ay og “po 
sdughtj unwelcome?” ; i HOY 

It was a terrible ve ms the haughty 
beauty. , OF s 

Suddenly a step sisal éaicie ra Looktag 
round; sie’ met Mr:'Dent’s os sieering face. 
bent Chose to her own) t ¢! biow 

“Tt isn’t pleasant to love, es love in’ ainy? 
he'said, smiling disagveeably.” Mijas erit 

“She retrented a Step “or ai | — bin: a 


{iii S24 


wall, with the mask torn uttetly from ‘her pal : 


haughty glance. 

“Do you Speak from your bit experts, 
Mr. Dent?) 

“ Perhaps,”"hé aiid@tied Y biting’ an’ emery 
lip. ‘‘ Let us condole with each other.” “ ; 

“Exouse tne; Thavé no occasion.” i otG 

He laughed‘ aloud oo). 

“Excuse mé, Miss’ ‘Athéfton$ but I happen to 
know better.” 

‘Sir P? sheeried, ‘witht! a etal and glesin— 
ing eyes) 0 

He ‘stood before her quité still) put! with a 
crtiel smileupon his lips. He’ seemed ‘nowisé! 
daunted by ‘her aiiger.’ 

“Compose yourself, my dian) It. “is sot 
ofthe slightest usé to fall into! ‘a D oe rige web. 
me.” © 

She gasped tor Breath: ) "6 Insolent 7! nae? 
exclaimed.’ ‘How’ dare’ -you?'T + hall ‘tel? 
papa Heatheliff:’ He will order you! front’ the? 
house.” ee 

“Take my’ advice,' avid ‘sped to your" iio- 
ther ‘in’ the! first place. : OD will Teave “Paik! 
lawh' any’ moment tha ishe seer ‘At a dismiss’ 
me,” > ¢ s POTUEL ESTEE wo 8 

UHis! coolness exasperated sie, rc was the 
| coolness of conscious, power. “And? thee 'wits? 
soriething” alarming ii” his Words “themselves. 
She” hdd ‘half ‘Suspected thdti!*he had “a/mie" 
hold “upon” her ' mothér: Now'ghé “was! sui’ 
| of it?! 1984 DHerirgt tpet 10 ciag 10 COBAG 
| She tried to compose Hérself/Hut her face” 

| was white, and’shé'trembleda’ Tittle, Tt'seem- 

6d terrible to Be at’ the ‘inétey’ of! this’ cdarse, 

| ottiel méiti: izvino> Las sariqiae edd of ted (0 

« Telmé what your meant By ‘Tollowitig’ ite 
here? She! demanded. 

His eyes fix anculapeara lod her: tate: “in 
sharp. close scrutiny. 

ondole “with you! <1 knew the: fatatPot 


f 
9 a'leod 
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| your affections; and J wished? forgive! ou an 

assurance.” ont flat 
‘(What assurance?” dt 4 eyuiud jadw? 


046 Dp ‘Prethaine'' will Hever tngah Rachel 


| Clyde.” * Oris | ieibse doulw' mi son ily 
ibe started; to her wild stats he’ a am 
| wit w low lag” 12 £2 ui vbal gQmuoy - :" 
~ ROWS is’ tO prévent it es Fkoa:) loritne 
en SS 9aF1G Waa fi svi ibs 
owe” ge ok sealer webiow ovoiT 
boite $18 iy Nak? Oe i no’ oofiad 
Ae uiNater ‘00m en Jassuréd 
nave ‘spoken Swell. ns Jie Ont. UG any ond 


“ turned slowly, moyed to a little distiiiée; 
atid’ en cate Back: Heit pees Cre Se 
; “eowhete is'Radchel?”’ he adiw 


jenianded? ) 
, a oe Te welt italial RL bus ot 
‘ ald you ‘gend ber'té ma? ‘am dadd 20s 


oy doubt if she would edie.” il awoxd 
Ca peor GY uf DIiw x £0 

He looked down at her, fro mi 
AE ike. he birt into’s acre Jaugne’™! ng He 

“Rachel has a will a ‘hero “hoi 
ea! “No! ‘matter. T Admire ‘a! ‘woinitin “t i 


spirit. Ican bide time.” 
tiie shivered ¥ With, chill, but fant} found 
voite to'ask: «~ pt 
“ What will you do?” oral 
ov Marry the girl’ intyself, ‘anid 80 ‘talk dt ‘ont 
‘of harm’s way for good.” * 
He rubbed’ ‘thé palms of his hahds' togethe 
eh Kling ‘softly to ‘hitnisel, , he daid. a4 
Yaée felt 'the very ‘plodd, in ‘her’ dibs run 
ald, he looked "80 dark,’ “tert, d diat boli¢al-“h 
Sety Lucifer: ors 
His presence made har neryous. , ‘She. ebuild 
endure it no longér. ning, she fled ‘swiftly 


up the stairs. |‘ 
“Heaven pity poor’ Rachel if she falls into 
that, man’s clutches,” she murmured, her heart 


melting in momentary pity. 


) 
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CHAPTER, X. 
A DREAD, ALTERNATIVE, 

Mr. Epwarp Dent did not seem to rest 
well that night—or, rather, he did not rest at 
all. 

After the lamps were lighted he haunted the 
parlors, wandering through them like some 
perturbed spirit doomed to linger on the spot 
where its transgressions would. continually 
present themselves in the most hideous as- 
pect, 

He sought Mrs. Heathcliff for a brief inter- 
view, in the library, and when. that was end- 
ed went back to his old promenade through the 
richly-furnished apartments, 


Eleven o’clock found him smoking a cigar on ! 


the veranda. By this time the house was still. 
Nearly everybody had retired, for they kept 
early hours at Fairlawn. 

Suddenly the hall door was softly opened, 
and a dark figure crept noiselessly toward the 
terrace steps. Mr. Dent quickly extinguished 
his. cigar, and leaned further back in, the 
shadow, fervently praying that the smell of 
the smoke might not betray his proximity. 

A dark, sinister smile was on his lip, for he 
had recognized the figure at a glance. 


with her companion, but only an occasional 
word reached the ears of the watcher. 

He heard enough, however, to know that 
Rachel. feared for the young man’s safety, and 
was urging him to leave the neighborhood as 
quickly as possible. 

At last the interview ended. There was a 
long embrace, a kiss, a choking down of sobs, 
and the pair parted. 

Rachel crept feebly toward the house, all un- 
conscious of the eyes that were upon her—the 
footsteps that kept time to her own. She lift- 


| ed the latch, and went slowly into the hall. 


A dim light was burning there. She‘paused 
a moment, holding fast to the oaken balusters, 
so overcome that she could go no further. 


Her strength seemed utterly to have left her. 
She heard the door softly open and close 
again—the hall door by which she had just 
entered. She did not turn or look back, but 
the, sound went straight to her heart. She 
stood as if transfixed, frozen to the spot with 


an awful terror. 

A muffied step approached, 

* Rachel!” whispered a hoarse voice that she 
knew only too well. 

She rallied sufficiently to raise her eyes. Ed- 
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The words seemed to rouse her alittle, She 
straightened up, gasping for breath. 

“What are you going to do?” she asked. 

“‘T have come to no decision.” 

“You will not harm him ? “You dare not!” 

She seemed to forget her fear and aversion 
fora moment. Turning, she clung to his arm, 
and looked up eagerly into his cruel face, 

His arm slid abouther waist in a half-caress. 

“Rachel,” he cried, thickly, ‘‘how beautiful 
youare! But you were never more fascinat- 
ing than you are to-night.” 

She flung off his arm, and shrunk away 
from him, moaning piteously. 

“Don’t trifle with me. Iam not strong. I 
cannot bear it, For God’s sake have a little 
mercy.” 

The appeal did not touch him. He stood 
staring at her with gloating eyes. She was in 
his toils, this sweet, marvelously-beautiful 
young girl. He knew the metal of which she 
was made—nothing short of a miracle could 
save her from him. 

‘You asked me just now what I was going 
to do,” he said, after a pause. ‘‘ That will de- 
pend wholly upon yourself.” 

“Upon me?” 


—— 
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“BUT YOU ARE, MADAME. I KNOW YOU ARE KEEPING BACK THE TRUTH. THERE IS SOMETHING I AM NOT TO FIND OUT.”—Page 4. 


“And so my dainty Rachel takes midnight 
rambles,” he muttered. ‘ It does not surprise 
me.” 

Then, with the ferocious eagerness of a pan- 
ther, he slid into the purple gloom of the roses, 
syringas and rhododendrons, and stealthily fol- 
lowed that softly-gliding figure. 

Toward the lower end of the garden Rachel 
made her way, and Mr. Dent, stealing along 
in the shadows and perfumed gloom, never 
once lost sight of her. 

At last she paused near a wicket. It was 
flung eagerly open, and a young man. caught 
her in his arms, and covered her lips with 
kisses. 

“My darling,” he cried, ‘I am so glad you 
have come.” 

“Are you?” muttered Mr. Edward Dent, 
glaring ferociously upon the pair from his 
hiding-place. ‘And I’m glad you’ve come, 


my precious young rascal, for I have an ac- 
count to settle with you.” 

He made no attempt to approach any near- 
er, but seemed content to cower there and 
watch them. They talked for a long time, 
very earnest!y. Rachel seemed to be pleading | 


ward Dent was standing beside’ her, with his 
sneering face bent toward her own. 

She did not shriek or cry out. The ex- 
tremity of terror that possessed her was too 
great for that. But she stood glaring at him 
with great, wide-open eyes full of dumb agony 
and appeal, 

It needed no word of his to tell her that he 
had witnessed the interview in the garden, 
She seemed to know instinctively the calamity 
that hat befallen her. 

‘“Rachel,” he whispered, bending over her— 
and he looked like some demon in: the uncer- 
tain light, with his gleaming eyes, his dark- 
ly-villainous face, and great, hulking, ungain- 
ly figure—‘‘ Rachel, you'see how helpless you 
are, and you know my power. Let me warn 
you to take care.” 

She shivered, struggled a moment with her- 
self, and at last found voice. 

“Don’t touch me,” she moaned, 
sake, don’t touch me.” 

He laughed low and mockingly. 

“Poor fool. As if there were contamina- 
tion in my touch. Misfortunes a. thousand 
times worse might happen to you.” 


* For God’s 


“Yes... Listen. I am not an impressible 
man, in general. But your beauty went 
straight to my heart. I loved you the first 
time I saw you. Iam not handsome and cul- 
tured like Dr. Tremaine. But a heart quite 
as passionate as his throbs in my, bosom.” 

He paused a moment, gave her a swift 
glance, and then went on: 

“That heart is filled with,your image, Ra- 
chel. . I have longed to tell you so before, but 
you never: gave me. the opportunity. You 
would not see me to-day. You have been very 
cruel.” ; 

He seemed to wait for a reply of some sort. 
The girl turned her white, haggard face away 
from him, She reeled giddily, no longer able 
to support herself. 

He brought a chair, seated her in it, and 
then resumed: 

“T love you too well to give you up—bet- 
ter than I had deemed it possible to love any 
woman. You have come between me and am- 
bition—duty. But I fling them both to the 
winds, and cling only to you. I would make 
any sacrifice for your sake—any save to give 


| youup. Test me.” 
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A strong, deep shudder was her only answer, 
She must have known what he meant, but 
would not speak, 

“That man you met in the grounds, just 
now,” he said, breaking the silence that fell. 
“Has he told you what I know of him?” 

She nodded her head. 

“He told me to-night. 
fore.” 

“You knew he was in trouble of some 
sort?” 

ae I did. ” 

She seemed to bs choking with suppressea 
sobs foramoment. Growing calmer, at last, 
she added: 

“He has no secrets from me—the brave, 
true fellow. But I did. not. know until to- 
night that you were mixed up in his af- 
fairs.” 

“Humph!” A crafty smile curled his thin 
lip. “I think wo can now arrive at an under- 
standing, Miss Rachel. That man is in my 
power, and you kaow it. I could place him 
within the walls of a prison before. to-morrow’s 
sun shall set.” 

“ But you will not,” she cried, falling on her 
knees at his feet. ‘For God’s sake promise 
me you will not.” 

‘* His fate is in your hands.” 

“Tn mine? Then he shall live—live!” 

Her voice arose toa hysterical shriek. She 
burst into a passionate flood of tears, that 
shook her whole body. 

“What would you do for him?” demanded 
Mr. Dent’s cold voice. 

“*T would give my own life for his.” 

“Tt is not.a lifelask. You can saye himin 
one way—only one.” 

To her wild stare he replied with a wicked 
laugh. % 

“You do not understand me, Rachel. Let 
me speak more plainly, If you wish tosave 
that man, you must become my wife.” 

“‘Never!” she cried, reeling in her chair, as 
if from a blow. 

“Very well,” he replied, with the same fixed 
smile, ‘His blood be upon your head!” 

“You can save him, and you will not. Oh, 
monster |” 

“16 is you who must make the sacrifice— 
not I.” 

* He would scorn to accept it.” 

** You must not leave him to choose.” 

She clasped her fingers over her temples; she 
felt as if she must be going mad, 

“ Will nothing else satisfy you?’ 

“Nothing.” 

*T have friends here who will help me to 
save him.” 

“ They cannot,” he sneered. ‘‘His fate lies 
in my hands—and yours. Askhim. He will 
tell you so.” 

She sat for a moment as if stunned. She 
looked a ghost. All the bright, rich color had 
vanished from her face, leaving it whiter than 
marble. 

At Jast she arose, feebly; she moved again 
to the staircase, slowly and with difficulty, as 
if she had suddenly grown old: 

“T am helpless,” sho said. ‘“‘ For his sake T 
must be your victim. But TI warn you to de- 
sist. Ishall hate you—hate you with a bitter- 
er hatred than that I cherish now.” 

He changed color at the words, and the look 
she gave him. 

*T know you do‘not care for me, Rachel. 
Your affections are wrapped up in another. 
But time will work achange. You will learn 
to think of me as you ought.” 

“Never!” 

“But you promise to become my wife?” he 
demanded, fiercely. 

“T promise.” 

She could say no more. Even these words 
were scarcely articulate. She glided, ghost- 
like, up the stairs, and ‘the’ darkness shut 
her ‘im, 

Left alone, Mr. Dent took a hasty turn up 
and down the dimly-lighted hall. 

“She is mine—-mine!” he muttered, a smile 
of triumph mingling in! the dark’ villainy 
of his countenance. 


I did not know be- 


CHAPTER, XI. . 
A STRANGE WOMAN’s vow. 
TEN o’clock had struck before Rachel: came 
down-stairs the next morning. 
Shoe 'was'‘missed’ from. the” breakfast-table, 
and Mrs: Heathcliff sent up’ a’solicitous més- 
sage. Mr. Dent, who occupied ‘his usual place, 


smiled slightly to himself at his hostess’ well- 


feigned concern, and sat, with his eyes fixed 
upon his plate, until the servant had with- 
drawn. Then he said: 

“Y beg you will not alarm yourself about 
Miss Clyde. She will do very well without 
her breakfast. Engaged young ladies are 
not proverbial for the voracity of their appe- 
tites.” 

“Tnstantly two pairs of eyes were fixed upon 
his face. A sudden fire flashed into Grace’s 
dark orbs; but Mrs. Heathcliff could only stare 
her amazement, 

“What mean you?” she cried. 

Still smiling, still wonderfully self-composed, 
he made answer: 

“You, must have seen the turn affairs 
were taking. Surely I need’ not speak more 
plainly?” ; 

“You must speak plainly if you expect me 
to understand you at all.” 

“Eh?” shrugging his shoulders, whimsically. 
“T hoped you would spare me the ordeal of 
confession. In two words, then, Rachel Clyde 
has promised to marry me!” 

Mrs. Heathcliff! gave a sudden start, and her 
face flushed crimson. 

“ Promised to marry you?” she echoed. 

“Yes. Break the news to Colonel Heath- 
cliff, if you please. Iam inno mood to con- 
front bim.” 

He rose, abruptly, as he spoke, and crossed 
to the window, where he stood, idly drumming 
on the pane, 

A brief interval passed. Grace left the 
room; then Mrs. Heathcliff glided up to Mr. 
Dent, and dropped her jeweled hand on his 
shoulder. 

“Edward,” she whispered, in a hoarse voice, 

“you have succeeded beyond my expectations, 
if you have really wrung from Rachel a pro- 
mise to become your wife.” 

“Bah!” he sneered. ‘Do you think I am 
trifliag with you?” 

“No; you would not dare !” 

“ Perhaps not.” 

“T know you would nof, Tell me how you 
have accomplished your object.” 

“Exeu e,” he answered, bobbing and 
grinning. If you were to find the philoso- 


pher’s stone, would you. babble the secret to 


everybody you met?” 

She bit the blood from her lip, but was 
silent. It were not well to anger him. 

“Go now,” he added, ‘‘and face the dragon 
for me. You know I am not particularly 
fond of your delectable husband. This mar- 
riage must be pushed as rapidly as possible.” 

“ Yes. ” 

And you must help me push it.” 

He shot her a swift glance. She changed 
color, slightly, but replied: 

“Of course you can depend upon my in- 
fluence.” 

Speaking thus, she turned, and slowly 
glided from the room. 

When Rachel made her appearance at ten 
o’clock, she went directly to Colonel Heath- 
cliffs apartment. In the great horror that had 
so suddenly risen to confront her, she longed 
to tell him, and throw herself upon his com- 
passion. 

She'could not see how he could help her. 
The case was entirely beyond his surgery. 
But she felt that his sympathy would be very 
sweet, 

He was sitting inan easy-chair by the win- 
dow, very pale, very languid, but surely re- 
covering from his illness, He looked up, as she 
entered, and asad smile curved his handsome 
lips ' 
““My poor child,” he murmured, and indica- 
ted a stool at her feet. 

She took it, trembling all over. Ob, how 
could she tell him all the pain and anguish she 
was enduring?) How could she force a confes- 
sion to her reluctant lips? 

For some seconds not a word was spoken. 
At last her eyes crept up to his; she read some- 
thing strange, piercing, eager in the glance h. 
gave her. 

“You know it all,” she cried out, sharply. 
**Some one has. told you!” 

He gently stroked her hair. 

‘Some one has told mea very singular story, 
Rachel. But I will not believe it.” 

She shuddered, hid her face, and exclaimed: 

“Tt is true—oh, my God!—it is true!” 

“You are.going to marry Edward Dent?” 

wT have given him my promise.” 

Dhis was all the poor, quivering lips could 
utter. Even these words were scarcely articu- 
late. 


Colonel Heathcliff saw the frightful pallor 
that was on her face: He saw her tremble 
and writhe with anguish, and it maddened 
him. 

“You shall never marry that man!” ‘he 
cried, fiercely, rising in his chair. ~‘“‘ The 
dark-browed villain! I know you do not love 
him.” 

“No, no, no!” 

“Phen you shall not be his victim! I will 
stand between you myself. What do you 
know of him? Nothing. He is old enough to 
be your father!’ 

Rachel sprung forward, clinging to his arm 
with a wild, wild sob. 

“Oh, save me!” she implored. 


“Twill. I love you as though you were my 
own daughter. Let me exercise a father’s au- 
thority.” 


He kissed her forehead, wiped the hot tears 
from her cheeks, then gently pushed her from 
bim. 

“What would you do?” she cried out, sud- 
denly, for he had moved from his chair and 
was reaching for the bell-rope. 

“Send for Mr. Dent, and tell him here, in 
your presence, that you will not’be permitted 
to keep a promise forced from you,” 

“Oh, no, no! You must not do that!” 

She caught his hand, dragging it down again. 
For a moment she had forgotten everything 
else in the sweet solace of his sympathy. But 
this movement on his. part brought her to her 
senses, 

“Tt cannot be helped,” she moaned. ‘TI 
have pledged my word. It must be kept, at 
whatever cost.” 

“That is a foolish scruple. Let me ring.” 

“No no, no,” she cried, so earnestly that he 
desistea, and sunk back wearily in the chair 
from wrich he had risen. 

*T don’t like thatman,” he muttered. ‘He 
is full of low cunning and trickery. Oh, Ra- 
chel, you must not go on with this wicked 
farce!” 

She closes her eyes for a moment, drawing 
back with such a white, set face that he feared 
she would fain". 

“T am very i snhappy,” she said, speaking in 
a low, hoarse whisper. “‘ Tb: would be a ‘mercy 
if I could die this moment.” 

‘Oh, Rachel!” 

Tt would, ” she went on, wearily. ‘You 
do not know the whole truth. There are rea- 
sons why I must marry Edward Dent. There 
is no escape for me. I know it—I feel it 
You can only pity me. All the rest lies with 
God.” 

‘Reasons?” he echoed, catching eagerly at 
that single word. 

She bowed her head. 

“T was sure of it! It all seems yery strange 
and horrible. I knew there must be some mys- 
tery. Tell me all about it, my child.” 

He spoke so kindly, so very gently that she 
must have yielded had not the door been thrust 
open abruptly at this instant, 

It was Madame Gale who entered, Her 
dark face seemed convulsed. Her eyes were 
full of fire, and a red spot flamed in either 
cheek, 

“Rachel,” she cried out sharply, “I want 

ou,” 

She shot Colonel Heathcliff a swift glance in 
passing, then caught the girl’s hand, and drag- 
ged her into the hall outside the door, 

“What is this I hear?’ she then demanded, 
imperiously. ‘Tell me at once, child. Have 
you pledged yourself to this stranger, to! this 
wretch who calls himself Edward Dent?’ 

Rachel bent her head, and answered; 

“T have.” 

Madame gave a sharp little cry. It was full 
of anger and fury. 

“This is Pauline’s work! She has some ob- 
ject to accomplish. She is forcing you to- wed 
that man!” 

“No,” answered Rachel, 
has nothing to do with it. 
own choice.” 

“Faugh!” looking at’ her with a black, witcb- 
like stare. ‘De you think to deceive me? 
Would you make me believe you love that vil- 
lain?” 

“T must marry him.” 

“Fool!” shrieked madame, shaking her fist 
wildly in the air. 

She suddenly grew calm again, Her stern 
face softened. Perhaps the ariguish expressed 
in the abject attitude and burning eyes of the 
young girl had touched her heart. At any 
rate she stooped suddenly and kissed her cheek, 


“Mrs: Heathcliff 
Ihave made my 


Ay (GIRL'S HEART. 
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‘*My child,” she,said, in a low voice, looking 
all around, ‘I have been a. stern, hard guar- 


dian... You have never found me sympathetic | 


or generous. You have been wronged and ill- 
used from first to last, But, as God hears me, 
I have loyed you through. it ‘all, and I love you 
now.” 

She gasped, hesitated... Rachel drew back a 
little, staring hard at her. She was startled. 
She saw a change in Madame Gale, but. knew 
not what to make of it, For the moment, it 
brought no relief—only increased her distress. 

‘“‘T’ve made up my mind to stand by you,” 
madame went on, in that same odd way, and 
with that same odd expression upon her fea- 
tures. ‘‘It was a struggle, but I cannot. see 
you suffer, Whoever seeks to harm you here- 
after will have to answer to me,” 


CHAPTER XII, 
TRYING TO SEE IN THE DARK. 


Mapame’s lips closed together sharply. She 
stood quite silent, eying’ Rachel with a mean- 
ing scowl that had something of real kindness 
behind it. 

Te girl’s face flushed suddenly. In spite of 
the misery she was in, hope wakened into new 
life in her bosom—she scarcely knew why. 

“Qh,” she. cried, ‘lam sure you can help 
me. if anybody can! You will—promise me 
you will?” 

“Bah! Have I not promised already?” 

She knitted her brows, and stood rubbing 
her yellow hands together. She was evidently 
at.a loss. 

“ Why do,you think I can help you?” she de- 
manded, presently. 

“ Because—because-—” .. » 

“ Because what, you silly child?” 

Rachel gathered courage, and finally went 
on, incoherently: 

“Ts has just occurred to me! Perhaps I 
cannot make you, comprehend. But there is 
some mystery. You, Madame Gule, are mixed 
up in it,. So. is. Mrs, Heathcliff. You both 
know something of me which you are unwill- 
ing to tell,” 

Madame laughed shrilly, and said: 

“(Go on.” 

“There is some secret understanding be- 
tween. Mrs, Heathcliff and Mr. Dent. Don’t 
stare and shake your head; I know there is. 
You,may be mixed up in that mystery, too. 


I don’t know—things are terribly jangled. . 


But if, you are, Lam sure you can set every- 
thing right, somehow, so that I will not.be 
compelled to marry that dreadful man.” 

She paused to take breath. Her ,cager eyes 
were upon madame’s face. She seemed to be 
trying to read her through and through. 

“Tts all a mistake,’ said madame, dryly. 
“) don’t know .anything about, Mr, Dent. 
Yowre,a cunning little uhing, but. this time 
you have made a mistake. Yow, haye, in- 
deed.” 

Rachel clasped her fingers over her temples. 

“Then I am lost!” she moaned, leaning 
heavily against the wall. 

Madame stood scowling and thinking. At 
last she moved a little and laid her great hand 
upon the back of Rachel. 

“Pell me why you are going to marry Mr, 
Dent,” she said. 

The girl writhed, hesitated, and glanced 
fearfully up, and down the passage. Finally 
she whispered a few words close to madame’s 
ear, 


They must have been startling words, for 
the witch-like old woman recoiled sharply. 
‘‘ Just, Heaven!” she cried, ‘‘is he here?” 


“Hush!” . whispered Rachel, warningly. 
“You will not betray him? Oh, I know you 
dare not.” 


“No, I shall not, betray him.” 

There followed, a brief silence: Madame 
broke it. 

“ And,so,it. is to save him that you haye 
promised to marry Mr. Dent?” 

“ Yes. ”, 

 Humph!” she grunted, with a. grimace. 
‘“‘ What a precious fool, you. are! |I never 
dreamed of that.” ‘ 

Then she added: 

“| begin to understand this Mr. Dent a little 
better. Pauline isa hyprocrite. She should 
have told me; buf she did not.', Bah! it is no 
longer necessary,” 

Rachel tried to speak, but could not, She 
was quivering all over. So-much— so very 


much—depended upon that interview. — 


_ very hard. 


be Have you no more to say to me?’ demand- 
ed madame, after a pause. 

She gasped four words in reply: 

“ Can—you—saye—me?” 

Madame knitted her brows again, frowning 
a little, and finally made answer; 

“T don’t know. 
whom I mean—is mixed upin this affair. But 
you would not desert him eyen to save your- 
self—don’t take the trouble to shake your 
head—I know without that you would not.” 

Then, eying Rachel sternly all sound, she 
demanded: 

“Why has he not shown himself to mer? 

“Perhaps he was afraid to do so.” 

“Humph!” grunted madame.  ‘‘ No matter. 
Now go, child. I will do what I can for you. 
And you must try to trust me more fully than 
you have done before.” 

Though strangely sick at heart, Rachel tried 
to nod assent, but her stubborn head scarcely 
moved at all. 

Madame grinned, turned sharply, and swept 
rustling into the apartment where Colonel 
Heathcliff was sitting. 

Rachel moved. slowly down the. passage. 
When she reached the main hall, everything 
seemed to blur before her eyes, of a sudden. 
Her limbs tottered, and there was a ringing in 
her ears. She pushed open the nearest door, 
and staggered to a seat. 

It was the library she had entered. A fig- 
ure rose up from the obscurity of the remote 
portion of the apartment. Rachel heard a 
quick, firm step, and struggled hard with the 
deathly lethargy that seexaed to be stealing 
away her senses. She looked up. 

Dr. Tremaine was coming toward her, al- 
most as pallid and agitated as herself. 

His sudden appearance was like a shock... It 
aroused, her from the faintness and stupor that 
had. beset her. 

‘What has happened?” he cried, pausing at 
her side, and speaking in a low, deep tone that 
thrilled her strangely. 

“Nothing,” she stammered, 

“You are ill,” he persisted. ~ 

“No, no. It was a sudden faintness. . See, 
T am better now.” 

The color was coming back to her cheeks, 
the light to her eyes. The mere enchantment 
of his presence had wrought the change. 

“Yes,” he murmured, ‘‘you, are growing 
more like yourself again.” 

He_ hesitated, with. his eyes fixed eagerly 
upon her face. .A torrent of. words seemed to 
choke his utterance. .Giving way to them. at 
last, he cried out, sharply: 

“Oh, Rachel, I cannot give you up. I can- 
not keep away from you! Something more 
powerful than my own will draws me to your 
side. I know it is wrongand wicked. I know 
I am. weak, foolish, beside myself! But you 
will bear with me, and let my great love plead 
my excuse?” 

Rachel turned away her face at those burn- 
ing words, pained, startled, grieved. 

“Oh, hush, hush!” she moaned. 

“Do I only add to the burden, yow carry?’ 
he asked, reproachfully. “It is hard—it is 
I would die for you.” 

“Hush!” she. whispered again, in a heart- 
broken voice, 

‘Will you not listen? God help me! Do 
you know I gathered hope from. your manner 
when last we met L thought my fears might 
all have been groundless, and: you. were free to 
return my love.” 

She clasped her hands and a slight moan es- 
caped her lips. 

“Was I wrong?’ he. pleaded, passionately, 
“T must know. Wasi wrong in thinking you 
might learn to love, me?” 

**T cannot be your wife,” she answered. 

He caught his; breath sharply, An expres- 
sion of blank dismay settled upon his face. 

“ Forgive me,” he said. 

The hopeless resignation of his tone went 
straight to her heart. She threw out her 
hands feebly. ~ 

“Don’t. misunderstand me,” , she . cried. 
“Thereis a barrier between us.that neither 
you nor I can surmount. God be. merciful to 
us both!” 

He caught her. hand, drew it to his lips and 
covered. it with impetuous kisses. 

“Tf that barrier is not love for another, I 
will surmount it,” he exclaimed, eyes and face 
all aflame. 

Rached sighed drearily, 

“Tt is my promise to another, Dr. Tre- 
maine,” 


I’m sorry he—you know 


He started, growing paleagain.. He thought 
of that night in the garden, when he had seen 
her clasped close-to another man’s heart. 
What did it all.mean? What was this mys- 
tery? Was she playing with him—leading him 
on while her affections were bound up in an- 
other? 

“A promise?” he repeated, hoarsely. 
you promised to wed another?’ 

She bowed: her head. 

‘But you donot love him? I -have a right 
to know. You do not love him?” 

“ What matters it?” she answered, hiding 
her white, haggard face... ““ Nothing but death 
can release me from’ my. vow. Go; go! You 
are driving me mad. I cannot endure this 
scene.” 

The sharp anguish of this appeal would not 
let him linger. He dropped a ‘hot ‘kiss. upon 
her bowed head, then turned and went slowly 
from the room. 

Like one ina dream he staggered out. into 
the, sunshine and the open air. A white dress 
came fluttering toward him, gliding thrdugh 
the shrubbery. 

It was Grace Atherton. She gained his 
side, and her hand fell gently as a snowflake 
upon his arm. Her eyes were full of soft and 
subtle pity.” 

“Going away?’ she cried, reproachfully. 
‘*T am so-sorry I did not know you were here, 
Did you find anybody to entertain you?’ 

‘* Miss Clyde,” he answered. 

She gave a perceptible start. 

And so you saw Rachel? I am glad of 
that. . Of course she told-you the news?’ 

“ What news?’ 

Grace. forced-a laugh, and returned, in a 
careless tone: 

“ She is to. marry Mr. “Dent.” 

“Mr. Denti” 

Dr. Tremaiziei recoiled as! if he had been 
struck. His face grew ghastly. 

“T don’t think I understand. you,” he said, 


“Have 


harshly. 

“You did. | I said Rachel was going to mar- 
ry Mr. Dent.” 

“Tmpossible!” He gasped out the’ word, 


while his brow grew dark and lowering. 

“Tt is too true,” murmured Grace. = ‘fI 
would not have believed it. But she makes 
mee secret, of her intentions. . I can’t understand 
it.” 

No more could Dr. Tremaine. He stood 
quite still, growing hot and cold by turns. He 
felt angry, hurt, humiliated. 

He had only: thought of the mysterious 


stranger. It had never once: occurred to him 
that it was, Mr. Dent to whom her word was 
plighted. 


Why was it? Why had she given herself up 
to the man she feared and hated? 

“Tt is very odd,” he said, with a ghastly 
smile. 

“Very. He is so old, so coarse, so vulgar, 
so unsuited)in every way. It must be a pow- 
erful motive that induced her to betroth her- 
self to him,” 

She gave him a swift glance and went on: 

“T have not forgotten the discovery we 
made in the garden that night. Iwas sure the 
man Rachel met) then was her lover. I think 
so still. But ‘circumstances have compelled 
her to give him up, and accept Mr. Dent.” 

*“ Doubtlessly you are right.” 

The words fell slowly from hislips. » He was 
smiling his best. But it was a strange, forced 
smile in which pain, mortification and scorn 
were all mingled, 

**T. hope. she. will be happy,” said Grace, 
sweetly. ‘But I do not’ see how that is pos- 
sible.” 

Her soft glance, so full of magnetism and 
subtle sympathy was upon Dr. Tremaine’s face, 
Her scented breath fanned ‘his cheek. She 
stood beside him, bright, beautiful, gentle, wo- 
manly, all—to outward seeming—that man 
could ask to make the sum ef earthly happi- 
ness. 

Her graceful figure was slightly inclined to- 
ward him, Was it imagination—or did her 
lovely face| express an emotion stronger and 
deeper than sympathy? 

Man-like, he accepted the incense se cunning- 
ly offered. He caught her hand almost fierce- 
ly to his lips and cried out: 

“God bless you! You, ‘at least, are good 
and true!” 

Then, he swung swiftly on his heel and strode 
away. Grace stood. watching: him, her cheeks 
dyed with blushes and. ber heart ee oie 
fiercely, 


eer 
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CHAPTER XIII. 
FOR, HIS SAKE, 


A Few gloomy days went by. 

Rachel was walking in the shrubbery one 
morning. She did not often go there now; 
but the close air of the house had seemed to 
stifle her. So:she had stolen forth. 

How lovely everything looked in this grand 
domain of Nature! Grasses, flowers and blos- 
soming shrubs ‘were decked with dew-drops, 
as if some lavish hand had been sprinkling 
diamonds upon them in the still hours of the 
night. All the air’ was odorous, Jt was a 
peaceful, sweetly-serene picture upon which 
the midsummer sunlight lay warm and yel- 
low. . 

Rachel sighed softly to herself as she gazed 
around. It seemed hard that one must endure 
such unhappiness as had fallen to her lot when 
all earth was full of so much beauty and se- 
renity. 

Her sky had not brightened. She saw no 
hope in the future, no happiness in the present. 
Mr. Dent was inexorable. Who could help 
her? Not Colonel Heathcliff—in spite of his 
pleading looks she dared not tell him the whole 
truth in respect to her situation. Not Mrs. 
Heathcliff or Grace—they seemed almost to 
gloat, over her wretchedness. Not Dr. Tre- 
maine—he had mistaken and misapprehended 
her in a manner that made her burden doubly 
hard to bear. 

Who then? Madame Gale? Perhaps, but 
not probable. It seemed like leaning upon a 
broken reed. What could madame do, after 
all? 

At this point in her reflections she turned a 
sudden bend in the path she was traversing, 
and came face to face with Mr. Dent. 

He had evidently followed her into the gar- 
den. She'grew cold at sight of him; but, ral- 
lying her drooping spirits, she stepped quickly 
forward and sought to pass him. 

He raised his hand, either in entreaty or 
menace. | Rachel recoiled, stood stock still, 
and stared at him wildly, her heart beating 
very fast, 

“Did you think to run away from me?’ he 
demanded. 

She made no answer. But her white, star- 
tled- countenance, upon which fear and re- 
pulsion were plainly written, told its own 
story. 

Mr. Dent was not so blind but that he read 
it. A frown knitted his heavy brows. He 
seemed to struggle with himself a moment. 

“You may hate me,” he said, at last, in a 
low,deep, voice, ‘but you can’t utterly de- 
spise me, My love makes me almost as noble 
as yourself, You will see it so, some day, 
when you grow more reconciled to the in- 
evitable.” 

‘“‘T shall never be reconciled.” 

A sneer curled his lip. 

‘You don’t know yourself, beautiful crea- 
ture,” he made answer. ‘No woman under 
the heavens could long remain indifferent toa 
man’s abiding, idolatrous love.” 

Her spirit kindled at the words. 

‘You have made a great mistake,” she said, 
her eyes flashing fire. ‘‘ Woman’s love is not 
to be bought, sold or coerced. No strength of 
passion could awaken a response in my heart 
toward a man I despised.” 

“You do not know that.” 

“T do know it!” she persisted, ‘ And I 
hope you will take warning intime. My pres- 
ent abhorrence is nothing compared to what I 
should feelif compelled to take my place be- 
side you as your wife.” 

A dark flush crossed his face and then. re- 
ceded, leaving him frightfully pale. 

“Take care!” he whispered, in a hoarse 
voice. ‘Don’t provoke me too far. Even 
you might repent it, for I could not answer 
for the. result.” 

She would not continue the subject, but 
turned from him haughtily and said: 

‘Let ine pass, Why have you followed me 
here?’ f 

“Why? Because I have something to say 
to you that could not so well be said in the 
house,” 

‘Tf T must listen—go on.” 

He drew nearer, and would have taken her 
hand had she permitted it. 

“T know you have not forgotten the terms 
of our bargain, Rachel. In consideration of 
your hand in marriage—a certain person who 
shall be nameless goes scot free and I do not 
use the information I hold against him—in- 


formation, by the way, that would lodge him 
in the nearest prison.” 

“Hush!” cried the poor girl, clasping her 
fingers over her temples, ‘‘Oh, hush!” 

“Humph: Don’t be frightened, my dear. If 
I refuse to act nothing can be done against the 
person in question.” 

“Don’t speak of him at all. Please don’t,” 
she entreated, with an apprehensive glance all 
round. 

“Good. I have no wish to do so,” anda 
cool smile of triumph curled his lip.‘ Thave 
a more agreeable subject to broach. It is the 
wedding-day. When is it to be?” 

She started up from her crouching attitude 
at the question, agitated, and very white: 


“J__]_don’t. know,” she stammered. In 
one or two years, perhaps.” 
“One or two years?’ he echoed. ‘ Bah! 


It shall be within as many weeks.” 

Oh, no, no!” screamed Rachel, staring at 
him wildly again. ‘‘ Youdon’t mean it? You 
would not beso cruel? It can’t be—oh, it can’t 
be.” 

“T+ can—and must!” he made answer, with 


ashrug. ‘“AmTI to be kept waiting forever 
for my happiness? No, It is for me to decide 
in this matter, and T have decided.” 

** How?” 

Her voice was sharp'and clear. 
horribly, even to herself. 

‘We will be married two weeks from this 
day.” 

Her fictitious strength deserted her in an in- 
stant, She fell at his feet, weeping, moaning 
and wringing her hands. 

“Oh, no, no, no!” she cried. “I cannot. 
Give me time. You must give me time. Itis 
so soon, Qh, for the love of heaven, have a 
little pity.” 

He lifted her up, and tried to soothe her in 
his rough way. But he did not relent. The 
expression on his pale, inexorable face under- 
went no change. 

“Calm yourself,” he said. “It would not 
help you, even if I were to yield to your 
wishes. You must marry me finally. Why 
seek to put it off? Think of him/ He ean 
tread the earth a free man from the day that 
seés you mine!” 

‘You are not deceiving me?’ 

“No, 10.” 

“Then I ean do anything—suffer anything 
—for his sake!” 

The words were spoken in a shrill scream. 
Her strength seemed to return, for she sprung 
clear of the man’s loathsome embrace, of a sud- 
den, and fled wildly up the path. 

Gazing after her, Mr. Dent muttered, softly: 

“Two weeks! two short weeks! I care not 
how soon they pass, for then, then, she will be 
mine!” 

A little later Rachel sat in her private room 
at Fairlawn, with her face hidden in her trem- 
bling hands, thinking: 

“Tt is all over. Iamdoomed. Nobody can 
save me—for I will never prove false to him! 
Oh, may God be merciful and grant me ashort 
life! If I could only die upon my wedding- 
day!” 

Then she burst into a passion of hyster- 
ical sobs. It seemed as if her heart would 
break in the storm of grief and despair that 
wrung her frame. 

Her trials for' that day were not ended. Mr. 
Dent managed to let everybody in the house 
know that the wedding-day had been appoint- 
ed, using the same ready cunning with which 
he had made public the engagement. 

As a natural result, Rachel met curious 
looks when she made her appearance at a late 
hour of the afternoon. Mrs. Heathcliff seem- 
ed pleased; she was very gracious; very low+" 
voiced and tender. Grace’s face was flushed, 
and she appeared restless and excited. The 
colonel was grave, sad and troubled, but he 
made no allusion to what had just trans- 
pired. 

Dr. Tremaine was at Fairlawn that evening. 
Rachel met him for a moment as she was re- 
turning from Colonel Heatheliff’s room where 
she had been reading to the invalid. He hap- 
pened to be crossing the hall at the same mo- 
ment. They were brought face to face. 

It was a trying moment for both. Rachel 
caug’it her breath sharply, passed one ‘hand 
over her heart to still its fearful beating, then 
nerved herself for the ordeal before her. 

She saw Dr. Tremaine start, change’ color, 
swing away from her, and then turn quickly 
back again. ' : :“ 

“Thave heard the news,” he said, holding 


It sounded 


’ 


out his hand, with the ghost of asmile. ‘I 
ought to offer my well-wishes,” 

She did not take his hand; she did not speak. 
She could not. 

“T don’t think you have been quite frank 
with. me,” he went on, after a pause. ‘ At 
any rate, I have been wofully deceived. Ido 
not reproach you. It was none of my business, 
perhaps.” 

He waited, looked at her fixedly, but still 
she was silent. 

““T hope you will be happy, Rachel. But I 
have my fears. If you are marrying Mr. 
Dent for his money, may God forgive you —I 
never can!” 

His voice choked with that last word. He 
had meant tosay more. Turning abruptly on 
his heel, he slowly left her. 

With her white, haggard face turned up- 
ward, the wretched girl prayed: 

‘Gracious Father, be merciful! This cup is 
more than I can bear!” 


CHAPTER XIV. 
THE STRANGE WOMAN. 


Mrs, Heatucurrr and Madame Gale had 
been walking along one of the shaded lanes in 
the vicinity of Fairlawn. Both ladies looked 
flushed and excited. 

They had been quarreling. Of course it 
was about Rachel Clyde that they disagreed. 
Madame insisted that the marriage should not 
be permitted to take place—that Mrs, Heath- 
cliff could prevent it, and it was her duty to 
do'so. 

Mrs. Heathcliff, on her part, denied haying 
any influence in the matter. Mr. Dent. could 
do as he pleased—and so could Rachel, for that 
matter, and since they were determined to 
marry, why should she interfere? 1t was ma- 
nifestly their own business. 

At a turn in the lane the two ladies separa- 
ted. They could come to no understanding. 
Nothing was left them but to consider the mat- 
ter more fully before taking any action. 

Each was bent on having her own way, how- 
ever, and, unfortunately, their ‘ways pointed to 
very different results. 

Madame Gale walked on by herself a few 
steps, with her eyes bent down. She was 
scowling darkly. She was really quite angry 
and out of all patience with Mrs. Heathcliff, 

“ve sacrificed so much to that woman,” 
she muttered, showing her yellow teeth half- 
venomously ‘It seems hard to find her so 
ungrateful. I wash my Lands of her affairs. 
Poor Rachel shall not be made unhappy, let 
what will come of it.” 

Striding along fiercely, with both hands 
swinging at her side, and her funny little brow 
contracted, she stopped suddenly, without any 
apparent object and looked back. 

Mrs. Heathcliff was standing near the curve 
where she had left her. Her attitude was de- 
jected and downcast. 

This was not all madame saw. Her sharp 
eyes took ina second figure—the figure of a 
woman, odd, outlandish, outre, that was slowly 
moving down the lane asif anxious to speak to 
Mrs. Heathcliff. : 

Madame was apt to have sudden convic- 
tions. She had one now—a conviction that 
this odd, somewhat ghastly woman would be 
mixed up more or less intimately with all their 
histories. 

What could she have to say to Mrs. Heath- 
cliff? 

Madame determined to find out. There was 
a break in the hedge close by the place where 
she was standing. She stepped into it, doubled 
back on her own footsteps, and walked rapidly 
to the curve where she had left Mrs, Heath- 
cliff. 

The strange woman reached the curve in the 
lane at about the same moment, There was 
only the hedge-row between madame and the 
other two women. But, fortunately, it hap- 
pened to bea thick hedge, and screened her 
effectually. 

The woman did not appear to be troubled 
with any superfluous modesty. The instant 
she paused inthe shaded lane, she said, in a 
gruff, masculine voice: 

“You are Mrs. Heathcliff?” 

ini Yes,” 

Madame Gale heard the lady in question re- 
ply, coldly and distantly. 

‘‘ Let’s walk on together, ma’am. 
somothing to say to you,” 

“hank you,” was ‘the haughty answer, 
‘‘May I trouble you to say it here?” 
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The woman seemed somewhat disturbed by 
this rebuff. She gave an angry snort, and 
muttered something sharply to herself. 

“Very well, ma’am,” she said, aloud, after 
a pause. ‘It concerns Mr. Dent.” 

Her voice had a curious inflection as she 
spoke that name, ‘To Madame Gale, crouched 
there behind the hedge-row, it sounded so 
strange and horribly that a quick shudder ran 
all over her. 

“Ah!” murmured Mrs. Heathcliff. 

“Yes, ma’am. I want to see that man. And 
! d like to see him without being seen myself. 
I believe I usec to know him.” 

Then she laughed—a hoarse, gruff laugh 
seareely pleasant to hear. 

“Indeed? said Mrs. Heathcliff, supercili- 
ously, “Tm sure I shall not prevent you from 
séeing him.” 

“Won’t you help me, ma’am?” 

“Excuse me. I don’t see how I well could. 
Good-morning.” 

With that she was off. The strange woman 
did not stir, but madame heard her muttering 
and stamping her foot as if very much put 
out, 

** Pauline thinks she is crazy,” thought mad- 
ame. ‘*I wonder if she is?” 

Her resolve was soon taken. Pressing close 
to the hedge-row she said, in a friendly voice: 

““My good woman, don’t be frightened. 
Don’t run away from me, I wish you well. 
And perhaps I can help you.” 

There was a muttered exclamation on the 
other side of the hedge, and then the woman 
said, sharply: 

“Who are you?” 

‘CA well-wisher.” 

“Why are you hiding there?” 

“T was walking in these grounds. I over- 
heard what. you said by the merest acci- 
dent.” 

You will see that madame did not hesi- 
tate to tell white lies when the occasion de- 
manded. 

There was a grunt, a short laugh, and then 
the woman said: 

“Tf you are a friend, comeinto the lane and 
show yourself.” 

“That I will, Wait for me.” 

Madame gathered up her dress, ran back to 
the gap in the hedge by which she had entered 
the grounds, and, three minutes later, confront- 
ed the strange woman in the lane. 

A nearer view made her look odder and 
more whimsical than ever. She was very 
tall, clad in black, and, warm as was the 
weather, wore a huge cloak thrown over her 
shoulders, 

She had iron-gray hair, a bleached, sallow 
skin and hollow jaws. She looked to be yery 
old, but close observation showed that. sick- 
ness or trouble must have aged her more than 
years. 

Her eyes were peculiar. They had a sharp, 
penetrating, almost cunning outlook, and a 
certain wild restlessness of expression that was 
suspicious, to say the least. _ 

Madame’ had observed all this even before 
she said, with a courtesy, and a grim smile: 

“Tambhere. Speak freely.” ; 

The woman gave her a sharp glance, and re- 
turned: 

“Why should I speak to you at all?’ 

“Because I can tell you nearly as much 
of Mr. Dent as can Mrs. Heathcliff _her- 
self.” 

“Really? she caught madame’s hand and 
squeezed it hard. ‘‘ You are not deceiving 
me?” she cried, eagerly. 

“ec No.” 

‘‘T believe you. I want a chance to watch 
this Mr. Dent a few moments, without his 
knowledge.” 

‘So I heard you tell Mrs, Heathcliff.” 

“You will help me? You can help me? Oh, 
if would be so good and kind of you! You 
would be doing me a service, and him a ser- 
vice; and others of whom you do not dream, 
perhaps, a service.” 

She said this quite wildly. A feverish light 
shone in her eyes, and a hectic spot burned in 
either cheek. 

“Why do you wish to see Mr. Dent?” 

For answer she gaye madame acunning leer, 
and slowly shook her head. 

“You will not tell me, when I have pro- 
miscd to help you?’ Thatis scarcely fair.” 

She remained silent.a moment, dronped her 
head on her breast, and appeared to be rumi- 
nating. ; 

‘ Answer me one question,” she cried ou’ 


suddenly and sharply. ‘‘Is Mr. Dent going to 
be married?” ’ 

“Yes,” answered madame, grimly. 

The woman gave a gasp, grew ashy, white, | 
and slowly pressed her hand across her | 
temples. 

“Take me to him,” she whispered huskily, 
“Take me tosome spot where I can deter- 
mine whether this is the man of whom I have 
come in search.” , 

Madame’s mind was already made up. It 
might be foolish—it Might even be unwise— 
but she was determined the woman shotld have | 
her wish gratified. 

“Come with me,” she said. 

They set out together. The woman walked 
on silently for the most part. But, now and 
then, she would pause for a moment, mutter a 
few broken sentences to herself, with a very 
wild glitter in her eyes; then she would go on 
again, 

Madame felt puzzled and alittle frightened. 

**She’s mad—mad as a March hare,” she 
muttered, grimacing and shuddering. 

Still she had no thought of giving up her 
mission. They reached Fairlawn, and she led 
the way intothe grounds by means of a little 
wicket, seldom used. She did not care to be 
seen in this woman’s company, especially by 
Mrs. Heathcliff. 

Thelawn wasdeserted. Madame kept in the 
shadow of the shrubbery, and crept toward 
the house, pausing at last under cover of some 
vines and wild roses, half a dozen yards from 
the veranda. 

‘‘Mr. Dent usually comes here to smoke at 
this hour,” she said. ‘ Keep quiet, and youare 
sure to see him,” 

The words had scarcely left her lips ere Mr. 
Dent came sauntering along the veranda, with 
a cigar in bis mouth. 

The woman saw him, and gavea quick start, 
and a suppressed cry. 

“Tt is—it is he!” 

“Hush!” said madame, sternly. 
not hear us.” . 

She scarcely seemed to hear the words. She 
stood breathless, fixed as stone, her glaring 
eyes turned upon the man lounging there so un- 
conscious of her maniacal gaze. 

She looked like a dead woman. Her face 
was ghastly. A clammy sweat had broken 
over her head and features, 

**Tt is—it is he!” she cried again. 

Madame shook her angrily. She was now 
thoroughly frightened, and regretted what she 
had done. 

“Come away,” she whispered, sharply. 
“Come with me, You shall come,” 

The woman drew a long, gasping sigh. Half- 
leading, half-dragging her, madame managed 
to get her away from the house, and eventually 
to the little wicket by which they had entered 
the grounds. 

“Now go your way,” she said, scowling 
darkly. ‘I hope you are satisfied. At any 
rate, I wash my handsof you, Would I had 
done so sooner.” 

Turning, she walked rapidly away, the con- 
viction growing stronger and stronger in her 
mind that the woman was mad. 


“He must 


CHAPTER XV, 
JANE. 

Mr. Dent finished his cigar, and sauntered 
slowly toward the steps. 

Just then Mrs, Heathcliff made her appear- 
ance at the hall-door. She called to him, 
and of course he went back to speak to her. 

“Thad only a word to say,” she whispered, 
glancing sharply allround, ‘‘ You are still de- 
termined to marry Rachel?” 

“Determined?” he echoed, and burst into a 
hoarse laugh. ‘‘T love the girl almost to mad- 
ness. Nothing has occurred to change my 
plans. Why do you ask?” 

“You are likely to méet with opposition 
upon which I had not counted.” 

She referred to Madame Gale. But Mr. 
Dent did not know this; nor did he know what 
good and sufficient reasons she had for fearing 
madame’s power. 

So knitting his brow, angrily, he demanded: 

‘What do you mean?” 

“T cannot stop to explain,” she answered, 
hurriedly. ‘‘I only wished to put youon your 


guard.” 


SRS a ; 

_ “Don’t be persuaded to postpone the mar- 
riage, no matter how earnestly Rachel may 
urge it.” 

“Humph, I am not likely to do that.” 


“Your only safe way is to bringit toa 
speedy consunimation.” 

She paused, glanced apprehensively around 
once more, and finally said, in a lower tone: 

“I met a strange woman in the lane, this 
morning, who was asking for you.” 

He stared hard at her, changed color, and 
finally said: 

‘Who was she?” 

“T don’t know, I told you she was astranger.” 

“You say she asked for me?” 

“ Yes. ” 

“*Did she make use of the name Dent?” 

“She did.” 

He drew a quick breath of relief. 

Odd!” he muttered. ‘‘ Who could it have 
been? She would not have known that name. 
It must have been some one else.” 

Then, looking up sharply, he said, aloud: 

**Could you describe the woman?” 

* Exactly.” 

She was about to do so when a rich voice 
was heard near at hand caroling a song, and a 
step crossed the hall. 

“Tt is Grace,” said Mrs, Heathcliff. “She 
is coming forme, Some other time I will de- 
scribe the woman.” 

She hastily retreated. Mr. Dent stood 
seowling darkly for some minutes. Then he 
thoughtfully descended the steps. 

He seemed to be troubled. He walked with 
his head drooped upon his breast. Now and 
then he kicked the loose pebbles out of his path 
with a savage impetus. 

Curse it,” he muttered, ‘‘ what untoward 
fate has turned up, now? Something is wrong, 
I can feel it in my bones. That woman! Js 
it Jane? Impossible! How could she find me 
here, under another name? Ha, ha, ha! She 
has not wit enough for that. Poor fool! 

“Who is it, then? I must find out as 
speedily as possible. Heaven grant it is no- 
body te work me mischief. Sweet Rachel! be- 
witching Rachel! I would not give you up 
now. The thought of possession is too delight- 
ful by far.” 

Smiling and smirking he walked on. He 
tried hard to banish every disagreeable 
thought, He meant to fill his whole heart 
and soul with delightful dreams of Rachel. 

Bad, unprincipled, coarse as the man was, 
this love he felt for the young, innocent girl 
was genuine. It, filled his whole being, and 
was likely, in time, to make him better and 
purer. - 

Unconscious what feet had trodden that 
way a few moments before him, he took the 
path leading down to the little wicket. Pres- 
ently he paused in the shade of afine old larch, 
to wipe his heated forehead. 

“ve fought a good fight with the world and 
the devil,” he muttered, between his close-set 
teeth. ‘I’ve waded through difficulties and 
discouragements that would have killed an- 
other man. And now, when love and peace 
offer themselves, am I to be balked of both? 

“No,” he cried, stamping his foot in sudden 
frenzy. ‘‘I don’t know who has dogged me to 
this place. But let them take care! It would 
be dangerous to cross my path, just now,” 

His fist was shaking wildly in air. Some- 
thing dark, malignant, horrible had come into 
his evil face. His small, twinkling eyes shone 
like two balls of fire. 

The gate clanged sharply. A shadow fell 
across his path... Looking up he saw the yel- 
low old woman who had mystified Madame 
Gale so completely. 

A muttered imprecation fell from his lips. 
His jaw dropped. He recoiled, ashen white, 
and stood starving breathlessly at the sudden 
apparition. 

She returned his gaze, grinning horribly, the 
while, and stretching out one of her bleached 
and shriveled hands. 

“Edward,” she said, in a low, hoarse voice, 
‘are: u glad to to see me?” 

He. struck down her hand, glaring at her 
brutally, as if tempted to lay her dead at his 
feet 

“You?” he hissed, venomously. © ‘ You?” 

The. ghastly grin left her face. She drew 
back, her lip quivering, anda great tear splash- 
ing over her faded cheek. 

“Yes, Edward,” she answered, meekly. 

“Why are you here? Answer me that?” 

“*T came because you were here.” — 

He ground his teeth, cursing fearfully, His 
long body curled itself up as a panther curls 
when ready to make some fearful leap. 

“How dared you follow me?’ he screamed, 
* How dared you?” 
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“ Because—because—I love you.” 

The ‘answer seemed to touch him, “The 
white-heat, of anger went out of his face. 
His hard mouth ‘softened. He looked at the 
womin more kindly than he had ‘done. be- 
fore. 

‘Poor Jane!” 

The words were scarcely audible. But, low 
as was the tone in which they were utter- 
ed, the woman caught them,, She sprung to- 
ward him with a hysterical cry. 

‘God bless you! Now you are kind and 
good again. Now you are my own Edward,” 

Her long arms wreathed themselves about 
his neck. He stood panting, gasping, shudder- 
ing in her embrace a moment, then released 
himself, 


“Jano,” he said, looking steadily in her | 
face, “ w hat do you "intend to do, now that you | 


are here?” 

She hesitated, brushed her hand once or 
twice across her forehead, and then made an- 
swer, with a cunning smile: 

“Asif you did not know, _ Edward. Oh, for 
shame!” 

He shrugged impatiently. 

“Try to collect your senses, Jane. In the 
first place you may tell me if it was you who 
was asking for me, this morning?’ 

“ Oh, yes, of course,” smiling and bobbing. 

“ But you asked for Mr. Dent.” 

“TY know,” bobbing again, and leering at 
him cunningly. ‘But, what’s in a name? 
Did you think a name could hide you from me, 
Edward?” 

“No,” he answered, biting his lip. 

“No,” she echoed, triumphantly, it seemed. 
“You might be Brown or Smith or Jones to 
the rest of the world, but you would still be 
Edward, my Edward, ‘to me.” 

<3 How did you find me here?” 

“Tow?” pressing her fingers upon her tem- 
ples. ‘“‘How? ‘The birds must have told me 
where to look for you, or the night-winds whis- 
pered it. I don’t know? I can only tell that 
{ wanted you so very much.” 

He was silent. He cast uneasy glances up 
and down the path. What if some one were 
to come down from the house. How could he 
rid himself of her? 

“The birds and the night-winds told me 
something else,” she went on, after a pause. 
“They told me you were learning to love an- 
other. I believe that is why I came.” 

“To learn if the birds and the winds were 
telling you the truth?” 

“ Yes. ” 

‘« And if they were?” 

She writhed, started away from him a lit- 
tle, and said, sharply: . 

“T think I should kill you!” 

Mr. Dent. sprung forward and caught her 
arm in a vise-like grip. ' 

“You fool! You accursed fool!” he shrieked. 
“Come away with me! You shall come!” 


CHAPTER XVI. 
A WOMAN’S COQUETRY. 

- THAT same evening, just as the early dusk 
was beginning to shroud the landscape in its 
purplish glooms, Grace Atherton sat at her 
chamber window, leaning over the sill. 

Her face looked flushed, She was eagerly 
watching and listening, with her brilliant 
eyes fixed upon a single spot in the shrubbery 
below. 

The syringas parted presently, and a young 
man stepped out into thé path. He was a 
very handsome fellow, blonde-bearded and yel- 
low-haired, He had a tall, well-knit figure, 
and the’ muscular arms and limbs of a young 
athlete. 

He gazed anxiously up the path for a mo- 
ment, as if expecting somebody to come down 
from the house to meet him, and then, drop- 
ping his head dejectedly, sprung into the 
screen of bushes again, 

Grace had drawn back from the window soon 
enough to avoid being seen by him; but not 
before she had sharply scrutinized both form 
and feature. 

“T am not mistaken,” she muttered. “It is 
the same mysterious stranger who met Rachel 
in the garden the night when she first came to 
Fairlawn. He has come back in the hope of 
seeing her again.” 

Grace knitted her brow thoughtfully. She 
had been waiting for the last fifteen minutes 
for a good view of the dark figure she had seen 
creéping in and out the shrubbery, in the bush- 
green garden, by the merest accident, a little 
while before. 
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When the opportunity came at last, she felt | | 


no surprise at ‘the discovery she made, 


be mistaken. She had seen that figure only 
once before, and then in the somber gloom 
of night; but she was sure she knew it again. 

After a moment’s deliberation, she rose, 
threw a light scarf over her head, and descend- 
ed to the garden, 

**T will keep tryst with your lover in your 
stead, for this time, my beautiful Rachel,” 
she thought, a half-cynical smile curling her 
red lip. ‘‘ it ‘would be scandalous for a be- 
trothed young lady like yourself to go about 
meeting strange men in all sorts of places.” 

She walked rapidly toward the spot where 
she had seen the handsome stranger. Her 
tread was light and noiseless as that of a spirit. 
As fate would have it, she met the man face to 
face, just as he’ had stepped into the path to 
take another observation. 

He recoiled, growing very red in the face. 
He seemed surprised and confused at seeing a 
beautiful young lady standing there, looking 
at him with such a pretty air of assumed be- 
wilderment. 

“T beg your pardon, miss,” he muttered, 
apologetically, raising his hat to her. 

“He is superb—a perfect Apollo,” thought 
Grace. ‘“Rachel’s infatuation no longer puz- 
zles me.” 

Aloud she said, with a pretty air of blended 
dignity and courtesy: 

“Were you going to Fairlawn?” 

‘"No, miss,” he answered, hesitatingly. 
am a trespasser on these grounds.” 

“Perhaps you were looking for some one?” 

“No—no!” 

He bowed, walked on a few steps, and then 
turned back again, 

“T was looking for some one,” he said. 
“Perhaps you can help me. At any rate, I 
wish to trust you. One so beautiful would not 
betray me,” 

She dropped her bright, dark eyes, and made 
answer: 

‘““Whom do you wish to find?” 

“Miss Clyde.” 

“Rachel?” she exclaimed, with a well-affect- 
ed start. 

“Yes, Rachel Clyde,” he returned, eagerly. 
“You know her?—you are her friend?’ 

She nodded. 

“‘T was sure of it. I am very anxious to 
see her, but’ for certain reasons, cannot ask, 
for her at the house, Will you send her here 
to me?” 

“ Certainly, if you wish it.” 

‘She smiled brightly, and turned as if to go 
away, Then asudden thought seemed to strike 
her. 

“Dear me! I had forgotten!” she exclaimed, 
in well-acted dismay. ‘‘ Rachel is out driving 
with Mr. Dent.” 

She uttered the falschood so glibly that the 
young man never thought of doubting her 
word. 

“Driving with Mr. Dent?’ he echoed. “That 
is strange—very strange indeed.” 

““T do not think so.” 

Sho was laughing softly. He looked at. her 
steadfastly. : 

“Why not?” he queried, 

“Of course you know they are betrothed 
lovers?” 

He started a little, and then burst into a 
loud laugh. 

“Rachel and Mr. Dent lovers? No, T did 
not know it. Perhaps you will tell me next 
that oil and water have assimilated.” 

Grace drew herself up haughtily. 

“You doubt my word, sir, but I have told 
you the truth. If they are not lovers, they 
ought to be, for they are to be married in less 
than two weeks.” 

“Married?” 

“You seem to delight in echoing my words, 
sir. I really wish you would not.” 

Glancing up at him swiftly, she saw that he 
had grown ghastly pale. One of his clenched 
hands was uplifted, shaking Wiidly in the 
air. 

“ Married?” he said again. 
fling with me. ‘Rachel marry that man! 
just heaven!” 

“Why shouldn’t she marry him?” said Grace, 
tartly. 

“Why? Good God!” 

He stood writhing and quivering. Some- 
thing in her face seemed to strike sudden con- 
viction to his heart. He turned upon her al- 
most fiercely. 


oT 


“You are tri- 
Ah, 


Tt | 
never once occurred to her that she might | 


“Ts this thing true you are telling me?” he 
demanded. 

“As true as the gospel,” she made answer. 

A groan broke from him. He covered both 
hands over his face, a moment, and then’ re- 
moved them. 

‘“T beg your pardon,” he said, in a hoarse 
voice, “TIT had no right to doubt your word.” 

“ Youhad no occasion, at least.” 

“ But this is such a terrible thing for me to 
believe—” He stopped suddenly. ' Overpow- 
ered by the emotion that wrung his soul, he 
caught her hand and pressed it to his lips. 

“Dear lady,” he cried, “tell me everything. 
I would know the worst. Do you know why 
Rachel consented to wed that man?’ 

“ Because he is rich, and she is poor, I sup- 
pose. ” 

“No, no! You are very wide of the truth. 
It was not that—it was not that. 1 think I 
see it all. She meant to sacrifice herself to 
others. She meant to sacrifice herself to me!” 

He stopped to wipe away the clammy drops 
that had broken out on his forehead. 

“She shall not do it,” he went on, fiercely. 
‘That villain, that thrice-accursed villain has 
driven me a step too far! He shall yet pay 
dearly for all this wrong and treachery.” 

Then he flung her hand rudely, violently 


| from him, swung on his heel, and darted like a 


madman into the shrubbery. 

Grace felt frightened and puzzled. She had 
seen something awful in the man’s face before 
he left her so abruptly—a dark, vengeful ha- 
tred that made her shudder. 

What had she done? ‘Too late she regretted 
bitterly her careless words—her silly artifice 
to arouse the jealousy of this handsome stran- 
ger. Murder might come of if, and if so, 
could she ever hold herself guiltless? 

Thoroughly alarmed, she turned and fled 
precipitately toward the house. - Mrs. Heath- 
cliff met her on the terrace steps. 

“Oh, mother!” she moaned, throwing her- 
self, panting and sobbing, into the perplexed 
woman’s arms. 

Mrs. Heathcliff gently sought to soothe her. 

‘ My poor child, what bas happened? Why 
are you so disturbed? Try to tell me, and to 
compose yourself.” 

Grace shivered from head to foot. She was 
really very much frightened. She feared 
some terrible calamity would follow her idle 
words. 

I have been so foolish, so culpable,” she 
cried. ‘‘I can never forgive myself.” 

Then, in answer’ to her mother’s questions, 
she related the scene that had a in the 
garden. 

“That poor young fellow was nearly fran- 
tic,” she said, in conclusion. “If he meets 
Mr. Dent, there will be blood spilled between 
them.’ 

Mrs, Heathcliff had stood leaning against the 
iron railing that protected the steps. Her face 
was ashy white, and a wild look of terror 
showed itself in every feature. 

“That man—the stranger,” she muttered, 
giving no heed to Grace’s last words. “ What 
was he like?* 

“Tall and handsome, with a blonde beard—” 

‘* And wonderful yellow hair?” 

“Yes, the most beautiful hair in the world 
—like spun gold.” 

Mrs. Heathcliff hid her face, and slowly fal- 
tered: 


“Tt is he!” 

Grace caught the words. ‘‘Who is it?’ she 
demanded. 

No answer. ‘Who is it?” she cried, again. 


“Mother, you know that man! 
not tell me who he is?” 

Mrs. Heathcliff brought the color back to lip 
and cheek by a powerful effort. 

“Hush, child,”she said, harshly, “You are 
mistaken. I know no moré of him than you 
have told me.” 

Grace shrugged, coughed, wiped her beauti- 
ful eyes, and said, after a pause: 

“Mr. Dent was not in the house an hour 
Has he returned?” 

“ No. ” 

“You don’t know where he is?” 

“ce No. ” 

“T was sure ‘of it,” despite her hands, and 
looking scared. “fie must be in the grounds, 
and might meet the stranger at any moment.” 

“True,” returned Mrs. Heathcliff, knitting 
her brow thoughtfully. 

“Tt must not be permitted, I tell you mur- 
der will be done!” 

“Who is to prevent it?” 


Why will you 


A GIRL’S HEART.” 


“You—and I—” answered Grace, hysterical- 
ly. ‘*Come down into the shrubbery with mo. 
You must come. I cannot rest until I have 
found Mr. Dent or the stranger.” 

‘“‘Humph!” sneered Mrs. Heathcliff, but her 
lips were colorless, and she offered no opposi- 
tion. 

They slipped noiselessly into one of the 
nearest paths. Twilight had deepened rapidly. 

was now quite dark in the shaded walks, 
but a gibbous moon hung in the western hea- 
ven. 

They had not proceeded far when the report 
of a pistol, at no great distance, rung out sharp 
and shrill on the quiet air. 

Grace heard it, and uttered a wild, wild 
shriek. 

“Too late—too late!” she screamed. ‘Oh, 
my God, what have I done?” 

Then she fled precipitately in the direction 
from whence the sound proceeded. 


CHAPTER XVII. 
THE PISTOL-SHOT. 

THAT same evening, and about the same 
hour, Rachel was wandering by herself in the 
more remote grounds. 

She had stolen forth quietly. She did not 
wish anybody—even Colonel Heathcliff him- 
self—to know she had left the house. 

By perfect silence in regard to her own 
movements—and in that way alone—could she 
hope to escape Mr. Dent’s unwelcome atten- 
tions. 

She was to be his wife, her promise had 
been given already, but she meant to enjoy 
her freedom away from him as long as possi- 
ble. 

It was a beautiful night—calm, cool, odor- 
ous with the balmy breath of summer in its 
golden prime breathing softly upon her cheek. 

Bordering on the remote grounds was a 
small lake, and having reached its shore she 
sat down on a fallen log that lay drifted across 
the yellow sands, to rest. 

Somebody came up behind her, presently. 
She heard the step, but sat quite still, with a 
wildly-beating heart. She would have known 
it among a thousand, 

Nearer and nearer it came—a slow, weary 
step that had no life or elasticity about it. It 
paused an instant, less than two yards away, 
there was a sudden exclamation of surprise, 
and then it bounded close to her side. 

“ Rachel—my Rachel!” 

The cry came straight from a breaking 
heart. She felt herself clasped in the embrace 
of two warm, loving arms. Hot kisses were 
showered on lip and cheek. 

She knew it was Dr. Tremaine who held her 
thus. But she had no strength to resist him, 
Heaving a long-drawn sigh of relief, she rested 
her head on his great, heaving chest, and for a 
moment was happy. 

¢ Thank God for this!” he murmured, in low, 
rapt tones. “At first I meant to pass you 
without a word. I tried to doit; but I could 
not—1 could not.” 

He kissed her over and over again, while she 
lay passive in his arms, like a weary child, 
passive, scarcely breathing, in fact. 

“Oh, Rachel, you are such a puzzle to me,” 
he went on. ‘Sometimes | am as sure of 
your love for me as of mine for you. Iam at 
this moment. I know you love me. If you 
do not, you are either very coquettish or very 
cruel. Let me clasp you closer, darling. It is 
happiness to hold you thus. The memory of 
this blissful moment will help me to endure 
the coldness and indifference with which 
you may greet me the very next time we 
meet.” 

His eager, pardonable words called her to 
herself. She writhed out of his arms, and turn- 
ed as if to fly. 

“God help me!” she moaned. ‘‘ You must 
let me go. I am the promised wife of 
another.” 

“T will not let you go until you tell me with 
your own lips if you love me.” 

He was close to her sideagain, with his arms 
held out, and his great, burning eyes—eyes so 
full of love and despair and mute appeal— 
fixed steadfastly on her face. 

“This is madness,” she murmured. 

“Tt is destiny,” he answered. “We were 
meant for each other. Dare you deny it?” 

She could not. She stood palpitating and 


trembling; her strength, her power of resistance 
wasnearly gone. 

“Go away,” she pleaded, piteously. 
Mercy!” 


“You 
see how weak Iam. 


15 


‘¢Have you been merciful to me?” 

“Oh, Dr. Tremaine, you do not know—you 
do not even guess—what I havesuffered of late. 
Ihave not been mistress of my own actions, 


even. You mustnot judge me.” 
“T will not. Iwill only love you. Come, 
Rachel.” 


His arms were stretched toward her again. 
Ah, what a sweet haven of rest they seemed 
to promise, clasped close to that beating heart. 

A. fierce temptation assailed her for the mo- 
ment. She leaned nearer and nearer to the 
waiting arms, as if drawn thither by some 
magnetic force. Another instant, and her 
head would have been pillowed upon his 
breast. 

A sound startled her—the report of a pis- 
tol near at hand: It echved sharply on the 
still night air. She started up wildly. A 
single thought seemed to take possession of all 
her being. 

“Oh, Dick, Dick!” she screamed, pressing 
her hands to her head. 

She would have plunged into the gloom of 
the shrubbery that bordered the lake, but Dr. 
Tremaine held her back. 

“What is it?’ he asked. 
fear?” ‘ 

‘Dick, Dick!” she cried again. ‘‘They have 
murdered him!” 

Dr. Tremaine’s face shadowed. Who was 
“Dick?’? The handsome young fellow he had 
seen with her in the garden, that night? 

“Tt was some fowler,” he said, soothingly. 
“You have no need to tremble so. It is not 
unusual to hear a pistol-shot in the vicinity.” 

But the report seemed to startle her in very 
nearly the same way it hadstartled Grace. She 
had an instantaneous conviction that some mis- 
fortune had happened. 

“Let me go,” she cried, eagerly. 
know the worst. Let me go.” 

“T will go with you.” 

He clasped her hand tightly, and led her into 
the profound gloom of tho shrubbery, where 
the pale moon helped to light their way, walk- 
ing rapidly in the direction from whence the 
report had come. on 

Rapid as was his'step, Rachel more than kept 
pace with him. She breathed heavily, and 
hurried onward over every obstruction, with a 
fierce eagerness that would brook no delay. — 

Finally they reached an open glade on the 
other side of the lake, at a little distance from 
the water’s edgo. The pale moonbeams, drop- 
ped into this secluded spot with a cold and 
silvery luster. ee 

Dr. Tremaine paused an instant, and sought 
to hold back his companion, as they emerged 
from the shrubbery. 

He saw Mrs. Heathcliff and Grace standing 
in the center of this glade, bending over some 
dark object lying at their feet. 

Let me go forward first,” he said, almost 
harshly. 

But Rachel gave a wild stare all around, and 
pushed off his detaining hand. 

‘No, no, no!” she shrieked, and rushed to- 
ward the little group. 

Dr. Tremaine had no resource but to follow. 
He saw Mrs. Heathcliff start, and frown dark- 
ly, as they came up; but she instantly made 
room for them. 

“Murder has been done,” she said, in cold, 
stern tones. 

“ Murder?” echoed Rachel. 

She reeled giddily. She knew there was a 
dark, still object lying on the dewy grass be- 
fore her. But she could not look down. She 
tried to do so, and reeled giddily. 

“Who has been killed?” she shrieked; clasp- 
ing her fingers over her temples. “ Who is ly- 
ing there? Oh, why will you not tell me?” 

“Tt is Mr. Dent!” 

“Mr. Dent?” 

She stood as if paralyzed, a moment. Great, 
clammy drops broke out all over her forehead. 
She tottered, and clung quaking to the arm of 
Grace for support. 

“Oh, merciful Heaven!” 

Mrs. Heathcliff stared at her darkly, and 
luridly, it seemed. The m-onlight shining 
on her face, showed how white and stern it 
was 

“God forgive you, Rachel,” she said, “ if 
this is your work.” 

‘Her work, mother?” cried Grace, starting 
and trembling. ‘‘ Hush, oh, hush! You know 
it is not.” 

“ Directly, it may not be. 


“What do you 


“T must 


But there was a 


reason for the fearful deed that has been done. 


What was that reason?” ¥ 


She glared around, from one to the other, 
but nobody made answer. Dr. Tremaine was 
stooping over the body, and carefully ex- 
amining it. 

“He is quite dead,” he muttered, “The 
ball must have pierced some vital part, and 
death was instantaneous.” 

Mrs. Heathcliff heard without heeding him. 
A dark flush had crossed her face. 

“T must speak out my mind here and now,” 
she said. ‘Jealous hatred was the palpable 
cause of this murder. Mr. Dent was betroth- 
ed to Rachel. She had another lover, a mys- 
terious stranger, who never dared show his 
face—a_ tall, yellow-haired young fellow who 
has been seen more than once hovering about 
these grounds. He—” 

A bitter moan came from Rachel’s white 
lips. It touched even the heart of Grace. In 
an agony of remorse and contrition she sprung 
to her mother’s side. ; 

“Don’t go on,” she pleaded. 
of heaven; say no more!” 

Mrs. Heathcliff was silent a moment, stand- 
ing with her mouth firmly shut and drawn 
down at the corners in a sort of angry pertur- 
bation. ‘Then she cried out, fiercely: 

“T will speak! This yellow-haired stranger 
is the murderer, and should be denounced as 
such, I here denounce’ him.’ He must be 
found and brought to punishment.” 

“ Dick—poor Dick!” gasped Rachel, in faint, 
heart-sick tones. ~ 

The words were forced from her lips in 
spite of every effort tokeep them back. Grace 
looked seared, perplexed. 

“Hush!” she whispered. 
nothing to betray him.” 

Grace looked a ghost herself. She was 
shaking from head to foot. She felt guilty, 
miserable. Would this terrible calamity ever 
have happened if she had held her peace? 

“Oh, my God! what have I done?’ she 
thought. 

Alotid she said, turning her white face upon 
her mother: 

“This is no time for idle accusations. For 
my sake, if not for Rachel’s, be silent.” 


f 


“For the love 


“Say nothing, do 


CHAPTER! XVII. 
THE END OF THE RED TRAIL. 

Mrs. Hratacrirr replied with an angry 
snort. But she had done all the mischief shé 
eared to do at that moment, and could afford 
to remain silent. 

Grace’s demeanor puzzled her, however. She 
could not understand that the iron of re- 
morse had already pierced the proud girl’ to 
the heart. . 

Seeing the crime and misery she had per- 
haps, though unwittingly, caused, wrought a 
sudden and radical change in the haughty 
beauty. : 

Dr. Tremaine’s brow was dark and lower- 
ing. 

“Madam,” he said, coldly, “ our first duty 
is to the dead. Afterward we can give more 
thought to the living.” 

Mrs. Heathcliff caught the tone of reproach 
in which*these words were uttered and bowed 
stiffly, though with curling lip. 

“T accept the rebuke. Now what is to be 
done?” | 

He was about to answer, but stopped sud- 
denly, with his eyes bent steadfastly upon the 
ground. : ‘ 

“Strange,” he muttered. ‘‘ Here is a trail 
of blood leading away from the spot.” 

Stooping nearly to thé ground, he distin- 
guished it plainly in the moonlight—clots’ and 
smears of blood on the grass and the shrub- 
bery, looking like dark, unsightly blots in the 
uncertain light, but clearly blood to his prac- 
tised eye. , 

Grace knelt beside him. She groped along 
the grass.’ She, too, saw the blood, and one of 
her hands’ was stained by it. 

She wiped it off, shuddering. 

“The trail leads toward the shrubbery,” she 
said. 

“Yes,” answered Dr. ‘Tremaine, thought- 
fully. 

“Not from tt?” 

He did not answer, but silently pointed out 
the perceptible: impress of a heavy foot in a 
bed of yielding moss at the distance of three 
or four yards. The foot was cértainly point- 
ed away from the spot where the corpse was 
lying. 

The eyes of the two met for a moment. 


‘The same thought had entered the mind of 


each. 
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“For Rachel’s sake,” whispered Dr. Tre- 
maine, rising, very white, but uttering no other 
word, 

‘For Rachel’s sake,” answered Grace, in the 
same. low tone, following him back to her 
mother’s side, 

But Rachel had been watching them with 
great staring, wide-open eyes, full of unut- 
terable dread and terror... Nothing that had 
been said or done had escaped her observa- 
tion. 

She crept up close to Dr. Tremaine, took his 
hand in her own that shook so he could scarce- 
ly hold it, and pressed it warmly. 

«Thank you,” was all that she said. 

it was enough... He knew from that mo- 
ment she had caught at his own suspicion, and 
shared it, 

Now, turning sharply, round, he said: 

“Go to the house, all of you, for help. I 
will remain with the body. Send three or 
four men, with a litter.” 

“Yes, it must be done,” said Mrs. Heath- 
cliff, drawing her scarf more closely, and shiv- 
ering a little.‘ You will havea lonely watch 
while we are away... Come, Grace,” - 

Rachel lingered behind the rest... Her eyes 
were burning like two stars in the fearful pal- 
lor of her face. : 

‘* Let. me share your vigil,” she pleaded. 

Giving her a swift glance, he replied: 

‘‘No, Lam not afraid to remain alone. 
quickly.” 

His look said: 

“You must go. It is the only way if you 
do not wish to call immediate attention to what 
you and I suspect.” 

She understood him. 

“T will go,” she whispered, heaving a long- 
drawn sigh. . ‘Dr. Tremaine, I can, trust you 
to do what is for the best.” 

This was all. Mrs, Heathcliff. and Grace 
were already several yards away. She ran 
forward to join them, and the next instant. the 
shrubbery hid the three figures from Dr. Tre- 
maine’s sight. : 

He sat down. beside the corpse, pale and lan- 
guid, all the weariness and misery .he_ felt 
showing itself in his face now that the neces- 
sity for concealment no longer existed. 

Oh, how dreary. and. cheerless the moonlight 
looked, sifting through the, tangled) greenness 

“of the wood, lying on the wet and glistening 
grass, and creeping noiselessly over the pallid 
features of the dead man by his side. 

What a vast grave of wrecked, hopes the 
world seemed, with sorrow and heart-break 
perpetually striding up and down its length like 
twin-sisters, ever inseparable! 

“What will. the end. be, oh, what will the 
end be?’ he repeated:.to himself, more than 
once, while that lonely, vigil lasted. ‘‘ Poor 
Rachel! God pity her!” 

Well might he say that! i 

It was, indeed, poor Rachel! His heart bled 
for her... Every doubt he had ever felt was in- 
creased ten-fold by what had happened. She 
loved this handsome stranger who had murder- 
ed Edward, Dent! In vain he tried to think 
otherwise, The conviction would force itself 
home upon his mind, 

How she must suffer; knowing all his guilt 
and wickedness! 

‘“‘Ah, had she only loved me one-half so 
fondly, how happy I might have made her,” 
he thought, once, and then grew ashamed of 
his own selfishness. 

Presently voices sounded in. the distance, 
and footsteps drew near. Four men emerged 
from the shrubbery, bearing some object. be- 
tween them. 

They were the men Mrs, Heathcliff had sent 
with the litter. 

It was a solemn procession that filed along 
the shadow-haunted path leading up to Fair- 
lawn. avlittle later.,, Dr. Tremaine walked first, 
with his head uncovered, and the cooing night- 
winds lifting the curls from his white. fore- 
head. | 

When they reached Fairlawn he had thrown 
off his heartsick mood; and was his placid, 
alert self once more. 

He took care to send the men in, different 
directions before Mrs. Heathcliff had an oppor- 
tunity to see them—one for the village doctor, 
one for the undertaker, and the remaining two 
on other errands, ; 

He walked about the house, silent and watch- 
ful. Presently he saw a demure little figure 
in sober drab, glide out of a side door opening 
upon the terrace, and flit like a spirit across 
the lawn, f 


Go, 


It was Rachel, 
rand. 

“ She is going to look for the murderer,” 

He hesitated. a moment, uncertain what to 
do. Then he snatched up his hat and followed 
her. 

It seemed mean’ and wrong to be dogging 
her footsteps like this. But he plunged reck- 
lessly into the shrubbery. His anxiety would 
not suffer him to remain inaetive.. Some harm 
might come to her. 

She paused every now and then to listen, as 
she drew nearer the scene of the murder. Dr, 
Tremaine was compelled to moderate his 
speed, and move with extreme caution. 

She did not linger in the glade, but ran on 
swiftly, as if frightened, plunging into the 
bushes toward which the bloody trail had 
pointed, 

Finally she halted and. called in a soft, sup- 
pressed voice: ‘Dick, Dick! Where are you, 
Dick?” and then.ran on a little further, erying 
out again in the same manner. 

The second time there came an answer. It 
was a low moan only, and sounded from a 
dense thicket at the left. 

She seemed to know the voice. With a 
quick exclamation of relief and joy, she thrust 


Of course he guessed her er- 


the thick branches aside and. ran onward. 

Dr. Tremaine stood quite still, listening. He 
heard two or three low cries, an eager whisper, 
and then the sound of suppressed weeping. 

Afterward there was a silence. It lasted so 
long he, grew frightened, at last, and was pre- 
paring to move on when he heard a little rus- 
tling of the leaves, and Rachel stood before 
him. 


She drew back, erying out sharply... He 
could see her whole figure quiver in the moon- 
light. 

‘¢'You?” she said, shrilly. 

* Forgive me,” and he held out his hand with 
a pleading gesture. ‘“‘I. saw you steal away 
from. the house, and followed you. 1 dared 
not, trust you to,come alone,” 

She seemed to catch her breath quickly once 
or twice, ..At last she looked up at him. 

“You know all, Dr. Tremaine?” 

‘*T know that the—that he is concealed in 
yonder thicket,” he answered, pointing behind 


her. 

“Oh, my God!” She sprung forward. She 
caught his hand, raised it to her lips. . ‘‘ You 
are good and kind and noble,” she cried. “‘ You 
will not betray him, Dr. Tremaine? You will 
not?” 

The anguish of her appeal went straight to 
his heart, 

“J may be doing wrong; I shall be severely 
censured. But, for your sake, Rachel, I will 
do nothing to bring the criminal to justice.” 

She covered, his hand with her kisses and her 
tears. She seemed almost beside herself. 

“ That is notall,’ she faltered, after a pause. 
“We need help—your help.” ‘ 

“¢-You shall have it,” 

She met his gaze with an earnest, wistful 
look, 

“Do you quite understand me?” 

‘‘T think I do,” he answered. 

“That we need, your assistance as a physi- 
cian?’ 

“Yes, This man—your friend—is wound- 
ed. I suspected as much when I discovered 
the bloody trail in the glade.” 

‘We may trust you—we may depend upon 
you?” 

“cc Yes. ” 

She drew a long breath of relief and satis- 
faction. 

“Come with me,” she whispered, leading the 
way into the thicket. 

Dr. Tremaine followed. On a mossy bank, 
where a chance strip of moonlight fell clear 
and bright, lay the woundéd man. His face 
looked ghastly, and his beautiful yellow hair 
fell over his forehead in wild disorder, 

_ He heard Dr. Tremaine’s step, and started 
up, glaring at him savagely. 

“What do you want?” he demanded. 

“Hush, Dick,” said Rachel, gliding to his 
side. ‘‘ Dr, Tremaine is our friend.” 

“Our friend!” he repeated, gazing stead- 
fastly and half-suspiciously at the new-comer. 

“Yes, Dick. Do you think I would trust 
him if he were not?” 

‘No, no.” 

He put out his hand with a low, faint 
laugh. 

“Excuse me, Dr. Tremaine, if I do not rise 
to greet. you.. But you are very welcome, if 
you are indeed Rachel’s friend and mine,” 


CHAPTER, XIX. 


DR. TREMAINE’S GUEST, 
“T am Rachel's friend,” said Dr, Tremaine, 
sharply. . 
se So, so.” 


“Tf I do anything to help you, it will be for 
her sake,” 

The young man’s lip curled. ‘‘ Very well,” 
he answered, coolly. ‘‘I.am,not disappointed. 
I never expected my fellow-beings to do mucn 
for the sake of humanity.” 

The words made Dr. Tremaine wince. He 
studied that handsone, fearless countenance 
more closely than he had done before. The 
moonbeams shed a glory upon it, and upon the 
shining hair that crowned the superb head lke 
an aureole, 

He felt almost as if gazing upon some divine 
creation of the old masters—a pictured saint, 
rather than tangible flesh and blood, 

Had that bright, handsome, fearless young 
fellow stained his hand with the blood of a fel- 
low-being? It seemed monstrous, improbable 
—he could scarcely believe it. 

“You are hurt,” he said, in a gentler, tone, 
bending over him. 

“ Yes.” 

“Where?” 

“Here, in my side. It’s an ugly wound, but 
not dangerous, 1 hope.” 

‘“T will see.” 

Rachel left them for a few moments, while 
the examination took place, When Dr. Tre- 
maine called her back, she found the wounded 
man lying yery still, looking ghastlier than 
ever. 

“Well?” she said, abruptly. 

She could force no other question to her lips. 
But none other was needed. 

“The hurt is a bad one, but not necessarily 
dangerous,” said Dr. Tremaine, kindly. ‘‘ ie 
will need careful nursing, however.” 

She began to shake from head to foot. 
When she. was able to command herself suf- 
ficiently, she said: 

* Dick will not be able to leave the neighbor- 
hood?” 

“Yor the present—no.” 

She clasped her fingers over her temples. 
For a moment she glared at him as if she were 
going mad, 

‘They will take him!” she muttered. ‘‘ They 
will take him!” 

“No, they shall not.” 

‘““Who will prevent it?” 

‘¢T will.” 

She threw out her hands with a hysterical 


ery. ‘Oh, if you would—if you only would!” 
“T will, Have no fears.” 
‘¢ But here?” 


“We must get. him to my house—you and I. 
It is just outside the village—half a mile dis- 
tant across these fields. Nobody comes there, 
and I keep only two servants, a housekecper 
and one other, They are faithful I would 
trust my own life in their hands. They would 
keep our secret, and no one would dream of 
searching my house for a criminal,” 

“ No one.” 

She stood quite silent a moment, as if dazed. 
But tears of jgravitude overflowed her eyes, 
and rolled down her cheeks, 

“You are so good, so kind to me,” she mur- 
mured. “And I have brought only misery to 
you.” 

He made a quick gesture. 

“Hush. We will not speak of that. 
you brave—are you strong?” 

“Yes; quite strong.” 

“We must get away from this as soon as 
possible.” 

“Oh, yes, yes. Be quick. Let us not lose 
a moment.” 

The color came back to her ghastly face. 
Dick’s peril made her forget her own suffering. 
She grew active, vigilant, alert, in a moment. 

Dick was lifted up between them. The effort 
must have pained him fearfully, for his brow 
contracted, and he bit his lip,, But he man- 
fully kept back all other manifestation of the 
agony he endured, 

‘“Tean upon me,, Dick,” whispered Rachel, 
eagerly. ‘‘Don’t mind how heavily, I am 
very strong—indeed I am.” 

“You are my good angel, Rachel,” said the 
young man, in the same suppressed tone. 

But Dr. Tremaine’s ears were quick enough 
to catch everything. He would rather not 
have heard, but how could he help it? 

“They must love each other very dearly,” 
he thought, unable to repress a bitter pang at 
the reflection. 


Are 


That shat hoesinaye across ‘the fields was: ai 
long'and tedious one,1 Many times were they, 
compelled to sit down:and rest by the way, for 
Dick (as Rachel called him) was a helpless bur- 
den in their hands, and they could proceed but 
slowly. 

Thepoor girly grew feverishly impatient. 
At thé slightest’ sound she) would start and 
clasp her hands, or look. behind her with a 
frightened’ery, as if she feared pursuit. 

At last a long, low house, half buried in 
shrubbery, rose: up before them like an en- 
chanted dwelling dropped in their path on some 
propitious moonbeam. 

“Courage, Rachel,” breathed Dr. Tremaine, 
softly. ‘We are almost there.” 

“Thank God!” 

Then she suddenly caught up Dick’s hand, 
kissing the listless fingers over and over again 
in a sort of wild ardor. 

“Oh, Dick, Dick,” she cried, ‘I feel that 
you are)saved!” 

The: house: looked dark and silent, but Dr. 
Tremaine drew Rachel and her companion into 
the shadow of some vines, and rung the bell 
sharply. 

There was a long delay, but at last the door 


AL GIRL'S HEART. 


AY 


He had, lighted the, lamps while, speaking,, 
Then heowent away. Rachel heardyhim lead- 
ing Dick into another room. d 

She sunk into the nearest seat with a aaaiere 
of utter weariness., Shejfelt giddy and, faint. 
She could scarcely-tell whether/she were awake 
or dreaming, ,, Was all this horror real? 

A half-hour went by. Then the,door opened 
again, and Dr. Tremaine looked. in, 

‘* You can see your friend,now, if jyou wish,” 
he said. ‘I have dressed his wounds.” 

She started up eagerly, When she.reached 
the’ door she recoiled a-little, growing very. pale 
again. 

‘He will not,die?’ she faltered... ‘‘ Dick will 
not die? You have.diseovered,nothing new?” 

“No, The wound is deep, as I said before, 
but not: dangerous, . With.careful nursing he 
will recover.” i: 

She drew a long, sobbing /breath. 

“The ball!” she said... ‘Did. you sueceed in 
removing it?’ 

Dr. Tremaine bit,his: lip, and a pumiled p ex- 
pression showed itself in his face. 

“Tt was not a pistol-shot.that wounded. him.” 

“Qh, no, no. . Of; course not... I heard, but 
one report.” 


; Go. in,” she ogo & But, you must 
not remain long, or talk too much, . Your 
friend is yery weak.’ id 

He opened the door, let. her pass in, then 
closed it.softly again, and went away. 


CHAPTER XxX, 
FAITHFUL FOREVER. 

RacHEL found herself in a lJuxuriously-fur- 
nished. bedchamber. . Pictures and _statueties 
adorned the walls, andthe floor was cover ed 
with a soft velvet pile. 

On a handsome ‘bedstead of carved ebony, 
supported by pillows absolutely snowy in. their 
whiteness, lay Dick, very pale, very languid- 
looking. 

She crossed the floor and bent over him, her 
eyes filling. 

“Qh, Dick, Dick!” she cried. 

Holding, out, his hand to her, and. smiling 
faintly, he said: 

“Don’t grieve for me, Rachel. 
dozen dead men yet.” 

It was,a ghastly attempt,at mirth. She 
shivered involuntarily. : 

“Would, to God you had never come here 
to seek me!” 


Ym worth a 


Mi REQ, et 


SHE FLUNG BOTH ARMS ABOUT HIS NECK AND CLUNG THERE; SOBBING ON HIS BREAST. AS IF. HERHEART WOULD BREAK.—Page 6.. |” 


was opened by an elderly servant-woman, 
he cried out at sight of Dr, Tremaine, stand- 


ing there: 

“Oh, master!~ T phought you. were home 
and int bed long. ago.” 

‘Hush, Martha. I have brought some 


friends with me. ‘This young man has been 
badly. hurt, He must remain here several 
days, and you and I will nurse him,” 

He led Dick forward as he spoke. 

‘Yes, master.” 

“ And,” speaking a_ little ster nly, t this time, 
He nobody is to be told that he isin the house, 
let what will happen. You understand?” 

She nodded. She” did not even look much 
‘surprised. Perhaps sbe had grown used to 
strange freaks on her master’s par‘t. 

“ You are to tell Mary exactly what I have 
‘told you. I know you’ can both be trusted. 
Now: help me to get the poor young fellow into 
_the; house,” 

There was no light saye the one Martha car- 
ried,, _Onee in. the hall, Dr, Tremaine tarried a 
little, and threw open, the nearest door. 

“ Come in here, iy Sail to. Rachel. “You 
are not to go away... ah retur n. for j you Aas 
quick. y as poss? thle,” 


She pressed her hands quickly to her brow 
as if to still’some awful pain that was there. 

Dr. Tremaine was watching her. 

“You are faint,” he said, his tone a little 
sharp. ‘Rouse up. You have’ borne’ a good 
deal. You riust not give way now.” | 

She foreed’a ‘wan smile to her lips. 

“Tm better. ‘I will not! give way. Lead on.” 

Before they were half-way ‘across the hall, 
however, she stopped him again, ; 

You’ say Dick’s wound was not given’ him 
by a pistol-ball, “What thong” 

‘He was stabbed!” = 

She echoed the word. Her look was ghastly. 

“Yes! UA long, thin knife must’ have been 
sed.) 

*T Gon't understand it. “My brain is not 
clear to-night, Oh, I don’t understand it!” 

“ “Nowonder, ‘poor child,” said Dr. Tremaine, 
trying’ to ¢oothe’ her. “7 think thére must 
have’ been a ‘struggle. The poor fellow was 
woundéd, perhaps, even' before the shot was 
‘fited ‘that -that—_killed Mr. Dent.” 
°W qilick shudder ran all over her. 
ed tor et be oe et no more. 
ip Spe door Se an apartment ‘néar 
Sioa! Gt ee : 


She sign- 


int gota A 


She ‘was forgetting Dr: Tremaine’s Caution— 
forgetting everything save’ the one awful ‘an: 
guish that filled her soul. » The’ words: broke 
from her in piv ae — onoes to —— shiom 
back. 

Dick understood hes. A flush Eitmeed 5 over 
his face and kindled in his'eyes. : H 

“Rachel,” he cried out, “it isn’t possible 
that you believe me builty->thee you a I 
killed that man?” 

A burst of sobs was her only answer. 

“T did not! I swear to ‘you that I did not! 
These hands of mine are’ stainless’ of human 
blood, thank God.” 

She looked down’ at) him: eagerly. 1 He flush- 
ed again, under her gaze, and turned away. his 
face, as if Hot car‘ng to meet her eyes: :) | 

fe Dick; you would not deceive me?” 

** Not to save my own wretched life.” 

“Pi beliave you,” 

She flung her arms about his neck kissing 
him in an agony: of remorse ‘and penitence. 
Oh, how helpless and exhausted he looked! lying 
there! : 

Lam sorry'T ever doubted you. But tow 

could Thelp it? You will forgive me; Dick?” 
Yes" he answered, {1 ‘caw forgive every 
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that. I know you would not haye deserted 
me, no matter how wicked and criminal I 
might have been.” 

Never.” 

“T know more of your goodness to me than 
you think, Rachel. You knew I was in the 
power of that man who called himself Edward 


Dent. You would have sacrificed yourself to 
save me.” 

“Hush, hush.” 

“You would, ‘You had promised to marry 
the villain. I know it.” 

To her wild stare he answered with a low, 
faint laugh. 


“You wonder who told me—you meant to 
hide tke truth from me, yourself. You knew 
I would suffer everything, rather than’ give 
you into that villain’s hands.” 

“Yes, yes.” 

“And so I would. The cursed reprobate! 
Oh, Rachel, you do not know what I have suf- 
fered through that man!” 

He ground his teeth fiercely together. An 
expression of such concentrated bitterness as 
made her shudder flitted across his face. 

‘Hush, Dick. Remember that he is dead,” 

“ Ay, dead. I’m glad of that. He deserved 
to die, and just such a dog’s death! Oh, there 
is no pity for him, no forgiveness, in my 
heart.” 

She put up her hand to stop him, but he did 
not mind her. 

‘He has tormented me for years, Rachel. 
He has hung on my path like a devilish blood- 
hound. I have never known peace or resf. 
Whichever way I fled to avoid him he ‘was 
sure to turn up first or last, and I had to do it 
all over again—fly to some new spot and try 
to begin a new life there. Ob, God, I wonder 
how I endured it so long! I wonder this 
right hand of mine had not crushed him— 
struck him out of my path long since!” 

Rachel wondered, too, realizing as she did 
how great must have been the temptation, and 
she felt thas God had been very good to keep 
him from the crime. 2 

She saw great clammy drops come out on 
his forehead and stand there like beads. 

, “He is dead, at last,” he went on, as if talk- 
ling to himself. “He can never again con- 
front me with his knowledge of the past. No 


more threats and jibes to bear—no more cring- i 


ing for me! Oh, this freedom is glorious!” 
_ He laughed aloud. Rachel clasped her 
hand over his mouth, shocked, horrified. 
“Don’t, Dick,” she pleaded, “Tt hurts me 
to see you like that,” 
“Does it, darling? Then I will restrain my- 


self. I wouldn’t pain you for the world. | 


You know I would not.” 

“ Yes,” 

He drew her toward him, Fri her lips | 
half a dozen times in quick succession. 

“Sweet Rachel, my blessed comforter,” he 
whispered. ‘‘We will be happy, so very hap- 
py! Nobody can molest us now. ‘is all 


over,” 
He grew. 50 bright, so handsome and winning 


help for it. She had meant to ask him just 
how he had’ received’ that wound, and what ‘he 
knew of Mr. Dent’s murder, but, somehow} 
could not bring herself to do it. 

Rising; she kissed his brow, and said; softly: 

** Good-night. . I will see you again-soon,” 

“When, “Rachel?” he ‘asked, eagerly. ‘4I 
shall count the moments. You will not leave 
mé to suffer alone?” 

‘Never, when I can‘help it... But’ I must 
nos come too’ often, “Imight be seen, you 
know.” 

She went slowly out. Dr. Tremaine stood 
in the hall, with his hat and gloves on, waiting 
for her. 

“T could not lét you remain any longer,” he 
said. “Tt would a have’ been well for you 
or him.” 

He looked so pelos stern and haggard that 
Rachel felt almost afraid of him. “She suffer- 
ed him to slip her hand over his arm without 
one word of remonstrance. 

*T shall take you back to Fairlawn,” he 
said. “*I¢ ‘would not be well for you to! go 
alone.” 

Then’ they ‘stepped out into the summer 
night again, and threaded their way along the 
nearest path to Fairlawn. 

Scarcely a word was uttered. Dr, Tremaine 
walked on grave and silent. Rachel glanced 
eagerly up at him, once.or twice. She wished 
he would speak to her, that he would not look 
so stern and cold. 

The white moon was shining on his face. It 
wore an expression she could not analyze, and 
so. she sighed softly to herself, and would not 
break the silence. 

At last the little wicket in the hedge-row 
was reached. Dr. Tremaine opened it, pausing 
himself without. 

“Good-night,” he murmured. ‘Keep up 
your courage, Rachel. I will do all that can 
be,done for you and him. Now go in; and 
take care thab no one sees you or suspects 
where you have been.” 

He turned away, after having spoken thus, 
and walked rapidly back along the path by 
which he had come, 


—— 


CHAPTER XXL 
"A FACE AT THE WINDOW. 


Tan news of the murder spread like wild- 
fire through all that country. 

Various were the surmises, the conjectures 
to which it gave rise. But, to the majority, 
the whole affair seemed wrapped in impene- 
trable mystery. 

The few who knew something of the facts 
kept them carefully concealed. They wished 
to do so—all save one, and she was biding her 
time, 

The exception was Mrs. Heathcliff, 

To\Colonel Heathcliff himself, Dent’s sudden 
death was something of a relief, But for the 
“terrible manner in which it had occurred, there 


at the happy thought that she had scarcely Sig would have oe no question in his mind, 


courage to rouse him from it, 

“‘You forget,” she whispered, ‘The dead 
man—the suspicious circumstances—” 

She could say no more. He started up, 
shaking his fist wildly in the air. 

“Will they dare suspect me of that villain’s 
murder?’ he; screamed. ‘‘ After all, I. have 
suffered through him, must he be my evil 
genius, even in death?” 

‘Oh, Dick, be calm!” 

“How can I? Good God, this is more than 
I can bear!” 

His head had fallen on the pillow so that his 
face was hidden. Rachel ‘raised him gently, 
her tears dropping upon his, face, 

“Tt is hard,” she said. ‘But I.thought you 
had grown used tothe thought that) suspicion 
would be ‘directed against. you. I) did not 
mean to excite you so.” 

“Tt was not you, Rachel » Ib. was. the 
memory of what that man has done to hurt 
me, ” 

“Pear nothing,” she went on, in the same 
soft, soothing strain. . “ Dr. Tremaine will 
hide you here until you, are better. . Then you 
and 1 will go away—very far ewarond be 
happy together.” 

‘¢ You would go with me?” 

“Oh, yes, yes. ” > 

“How good you are!” 

Somebody tapped, at the door just, tient Ra- 
chel knew it was Dr. Tremaine, and she must 
go. It seemed very hard, bub there was no 


ie¥e it’s better as it is,” he 
ES | was a bad man. ~He was 
doing no sort 0 “good in the world. I thor- 
oughly distrusted him. Now, Rachel~is saved 
from his clutches. The girl would have mar- 
tied him, in ‘spite of us all, if this dreadful 
event had not occurred.” 

He knew very well that such a union would 
enly conduce to make. Rachel’s whole life 
wretched, beyond comparison, 

For. his own. part, he was growing to love 
the girl more and. more. A thousand’ times 
had he wished.she was his own daughter, that 
he might d and, watch over her with a 
parent’s affection. ‘No father could haye been 
fonder of her. 

‘¢ Oh,” he would. sigh, wig my own darlings 
had been spared. to me, my little Eloise would 
have developed into just such another trea- 

sure!” 

He referred to twin children by a former 
marriage, who had met with the terrible fate 
of being burned to death in a sudden conflagra- 
tion. 

He. was nearly as well as ever, now, but, he 
would not, for one moment, think of giving up 
Rachel. She became more necessary to his 


| happiness every day they were together. 


Mrs. Heathcliff realized something of all 
this. . Of course she hated the girl all the more 
bitterly because her husband had grown 80 
fond of her, 

“A stop must be put to all this,” she would 


‘never forget. 


often say to herself, with an angry snort. “It 
is madness, Tuin; to have matters. go on in this 
way. I’ve sat passive long enough. The time 
has come for mé to act, and I, will do it, too! 
Qh, that. D might crush them both—him and 
her—with» thesame ‘blow! Oh, ‘that. I 
might!” 

Then she would clench her hands, and. her 
face would grow purple | with passion, like the 
face of ‘some Messalina. 

The inqvest sat;  Dent’s) body was buried, 
and the day afterward Mrs, Heathcliff. stalked 
stiffly into the apartment where her daughter 
was sitting. 

“ Grace,” she said, sharply, ‘‘ what are we 
going to do?” 

“Do, mamma?” r 

“Yes. Don’t echo my words, child; you 
know ‘very well what Imean.” 

“But I, don’t, though,” persisted Grace, 
changing color. 

“ Yowre not blind. I’m speaking of Rachel 
and—and—that lover of hers. You can see 
the'sort of footing that girl is gaining in. this 
house,” 

“ Yes, ”» 

‘Colonel Heathcliff will adopt her, yet, and 
leave her all his money.” 

Grace started up. Her fate was ghastly. 

“Mother,” she said, in a very low voice, 
“would it be any more than justice if he were 
to do so?” 

The eyes of the mother and daughter met. 
Mrs. Heathcliff dropped hers almost instantly. 

‘* Wool!” she snarled, shaking her hand wildly 
in the air; “‘are you going to show the white 
feather?” 

“At least I will never lend myself to any- 
thing mean or dishonest.” 

The firm, low tone was very impressive. 
Mrs. Heathcliff glared at the speaker, quite 
savagely. 

“ How long since you became so scrupulous?” 
she sneered. 

“Since that night—that awful night,” shud- 
dered Grace. ‘‘I learned a lesson then I shall 
Oh, you do not know what 
agonies of remorse I have suffered, or you 
would be kinder to me.” 

“Remorse?” 

Yes. I cannot forget it was I who goaded 
on that impulsive fellow until his fury cul- 
minated in a deed of horror.” 

Mrs. Heathcliff laughed somewhat shrilly. 
She was looking down at Grace steadfastly and 
Turidly. 

“I’m going to set the officers of the law on 
the track of that wretch of whom you speak!” 
she whispered. 

“Oh, mother!” cried Grace, clasping her 
hands wildly. ‘‘You cannot! You will not!” 

“You will see.” 

“For my sake, mother, don’t do it.” 

“Bahl? sneered the angry woman. ‘Do 
you think I’m going to lose all the tricks in 
this desperate game, just because you have 
grown’squeamish? No! I must work all the 
harder. I must fight-for your interests, as 
wells mine.” 

Grace pressed her hands wildly over her 
heart. 

‘‘ Mother,” she cried, “hear me! I swear 
that I will never accept any good that comes 
tome in that way!” 

“You tool, -you little fool!” 

I think Mrs. Heathcliff would have sworn, 
had she been a man. As it was, she shook her 
jeweled hand more fiercely n ever, and 
scowled darkly upon her daughter. 

“You will not betray me?” she gasped. 
“You would not dare do that?” 

Poor Grace shook her bead and burst into 
tears. 

“T cannot forget you are my mother.” 

‘‘Humph! What an affectionate child you 
are,” bowing and grinning. “Such filial devo- 
tian is without a parallel.” 

Grace made no answer, 

“Let me call to your mind one fact which 
you may have overlooked, You know as well 
as I do that Dr, Tremaine is madly in’ love 
with Rachel, and that Dent’s death leaves her 
free, to marry him.” 

Catching bel breath sharply, Grace ‘said in a 
mufiled. voice: 

“Tt does.” 

“She will marry him unless you and’ I do 
something to prevent it.” 

“Yes, They love each other, They ought 
to be happy. God grant they will be.” 

She could bear no more, She fled away, 
choking with sobs, quite overconie. 
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Mrs. Heathe!:ffs hard face did not soften 
as she looked after her retreating figure. 

‘‘Poor.fool!” she muttered. ‘‘I must get 
her over this stupid way of thinking. She'll 
come. out all right in a few days. Now, she is 
nervous and excitéd,. It would be useless to 
argue with her. I must act for us both, and 
without any assistance from her.” 

She did act, and to some purpose, for that 
very day she was.closeted with one of the po- 
lice force, to whom she revealed much of what 
has been transcribed in these pages. 

Rachel, meanwhile, all unsuspecting what a 
persevering enemy she had in Mrs. Heatheliff, 
paid daily, or rather uightly visits to Dick— 
for she never went until near midnight, when 
everybody at Fairlawn was supposed to have 
retired. 

This night she went as usual. Dr. Tremaine 
let her in, pale, grim, taciturn. It was always 
he who met her at the door. 4 

He would conduct her to the chamber where 
the wounded man lay, and then would pace 
the hall until she came out again, when he 
would fetch his hat and see her safely home 


n. 
oe his night Rachel looked into his face longer 
and more curiously than usual, when he met 
her at the door, Oh, how pale he was—how 
worn and thin! 

“We is bearing my burdens for me,” she 
thought, with a strange thrill and a keen pain, 
‘“‘T have made him very unhappy. Oh, if I 
could only tell him all—if he would only give 
me the opportunity to tell him!” 

She raised her eyes to his with a wistful ex- 
pression in. their pure, clear depths. He saw 
it, changed color, and quickly averted his own 


eC Your friend is very restless to-night,” he 
said, in his grave, quiet way. _ ‘‘ You must try 
to pacify him.” 

Rachel nodded. 

“Yes,” she thought, “T will do that. But 
who is to comfort you?” 

She turned away, feeling a vague sense of 
pain and misery, Where was the old freedom, 
the old friendly warmth that had been a part 
of their intercourse? Had this cold politeness 
usurped its place again? - 

She passed in to Dick’s bedside, feeling tired 
and out of sorts. For the first time, she was 


* eool_and rather cross with him, 


“You are late,” he said, in a reproachful 
tone, as she bent over him. 

“T.could not come earlier, You know, as 
well as I do, it is scarcely safe for me to come 
at all.” 

“ You, don’t love me,” he cried, looking at 
her fixedly. . ‘You begin to feel what a bur- 
den Iam! I knew it would be so.” 

The glance and the words together melted. 
her at once. 

“Oh, Dick, Dick,” she exclaimed, ‘‘ you know 
Llove you! Who else in all the wide world, 
could I love.as I love you!” c 

They kissed each other fondly. After a lit- 
tle pause Rachel said; 

_ What have you told Dr. Tremaine?” 

“ Nothing. ” 

She grew very grave, almost stern. 


“Ts it quite fair, Dick? He has been so kind, ° 


so good to us both.” 

“Very kind.” 

‘He ought to be told everything. It is his 
right.” ; 

She was leaning over him, smoothing down 
his beautiful hair, so like bright, spun gold. 

“TI hoped you would tell him, Rachel,” he 
whispered. ‘i 

She caught Rer breath quickly. A vivid 
scarlet, flamed over cheek and brow. 

“‘T cannot! “You know not what you ask.” 

Then, catching his wondering gaze, she said 
in a calm voice, that was still very firm: 

“Tt is your duty, Dick. I hope you will not 
shirk it!” 

“No,” reluctantly. 

And you will tell him very soon—the 
whole story?’ 

“c Yes. ” 

“You may do so safely.” 

Another silence fell. ‘The window, near the 
head of the bed, stood open, to admit the cool 
night-air. Glancing up quickly, Rachel saw a 
face—a woman’s face, framed in by the thick 
vines that clustered about it! 


CHAPTER XXII. 

THE BLOW FALLS, 
Ir was a, white, cold, stern face that Rachel 
saw at the window, and a pair of pitiless eyes 


seemed to be glaring in at.her and Dick with 
all the ferocity of a wild beast. 

A shrill scream of terror broke from Rachel’s 
lips. She turned wildly toward the window. 
The face Yanished. 

‘Oh, Dick!” she cried, and stood fixed where 
she was, like an image of death. 

He had seen nothing. 

“Why, Rachel—” he began. He got no 
further. The door. was flung open suddenly, 
and Dr, Tremaine strode into the apartment. 

He had been pacing up and down the hall 
outside, where Rachel’s shrill cry had reached 
his ears, 

“What has happened?” he demanded, look- 
ing eagerly from one to the other. 

Rachel pointed to the open window. For a 
moment she could not speak, but stood pant- 
ing and trembling. 

“We have been watched,” she gasped out, 
at last. 

Dr, Tremaine seemed to understand, almost 
intuitively, what she had seen, He dashed to 
the window, swung himself lightly over the 
sill, and disappeared. 

An interval of some minutes elapsed. Rachel 
sat with both hands clasped over her beating 
heart. All her thoughts were of Dick and 
Dick’s peril. ‘ . 2 

Had he been tracked to Dr. Tremaine’s 
house? And was he suspected of having borne 
a part in that fearful night’s work when Mr. 
Dent had been murdered? 

Tt was distraction to think of this possibility 
at all. Her head grew hot and heavy as if she 
were going mad. She could not answer Dick’s 
eager questions at all—she scarcely heard them. 

At last Dr, Tremaine came back. 

“T have searched the grounds thoroughly,” 
he said, “‘ but have found no one.” 

Then, after a minute’s silence, he went on, 
with his eyes bent fixedly upon her. 

‘““What.did-you see? You have not told me.” 

“ A woman!” 

He started, stared a little, and repeated, 
under his breath: 

“A woman!” The answer. seemed to sur- 
prise him. What should a woman be doing 
there at that hour of the night? ~ 

Rachel drew nearer to him, still quiverin; 
all over, and whispered: s 

“Tt was Mrs. Heathcliff! I’m sure it was 
Mrs. Heathcliff!” 

‘<Tmpossible!”” ; 

“Oh, I hope it was all a mistake, But some- 
thing tells me that. woman is not my friend or 
Dick’s.” 

Dr. Tremaine could not account for it, but 
he felt a suspicion of the same sort. 

“She is not our friend,” Rachel continued. 
‘She must have followed me-when I came here 
to-night; and if she did, she means harm ‘to one 
or both of us.” ; 

She spoke wildly, incoherently. She scarce- 
ly knew what she was saying in the extremity 
of her terror and distress. 

Dr. Tremaine seemed perplexed, but he said, 
with quite a stern look: ene t 

“Hush, You must not speak of Mrs. Heath- 
cliff in that manner. She is a lady. She 
would never dream of making trouble for you 
or him.” © na : 

Nodding slightly toward the bed where Dick 
was lying, he went out. © 

Rachel did not remain very late that night. 
She felt. sick, frightened, tired. Dick’s con- 
versation wearied her. She could scarcely lis- 
ten tohim. ‘Yor the first time she felt almost 
sorry he had ever come nigh her. 

How much misery and heartache she might 
have been spared had he remained away from 
Fairlawn! 

She bade him a cold good-night, and so left 
him. Dr. Tremaine walked back with her as 
usual. But hé seemed colder and sterner than 
ever. Even while he was walking at her side 
it seemed as if seas of ice divided them. 

She slept little that night. The momentary 
glimpse she had had of the face at the window 
haunted her. In vain she sought to banish it. 
It was constantly recurring to her thoughts.’ | 

Was it Mrs. Heathcliff she had seen?” “If so, 
what would be the result of this espionage? 

When morning dawned her perplexity had 
only deepened. Mrs. Heathcliff met her with 
one of her blandest smiles, when’ she went 
down-stairs at a late hour, and’ kissing her on 
the cheek, said softly: 

“How pale you are, my dear, I’m so sorry. 
I’ve ordered the carriage. You shall go out 
with me for a drive when you have eaten some 
breakfast.” ee 


Grace was standing near, at the time. She 
caught her mother’s words. When Mrs, Heath- 
cliff had left the room, she leaned quickly to- 
ward Rachel, and whispered: 

‘Don’t go with her!” 

‘Why ?” said Rachel, opening wide her 
eyes. = 

“T don’t know,” coloring and hesitating. 
‘*Perhaps I am. very. foolish, but it does seem 
to me that she wants your company for no 
good purpose.” 

Rachel stared, These ‘were very singular 
words to come from the haughty beauty. 

“You are surprised to hear me speak in this 
manner,” Grace went on. “TI can see it in 
your face. ‘You have not fully trusted me in 
the past. But I do answer you that I am now 
your friend.” 

Her lip quivered. She turned away, but 
paused at the door to add: 

“T cannot tell you'why I distrust my mo- 
ther’s motive in asking you to drive out with 
her. It is an intuitive feeling, though she has 
appeared strangely all the morning. I hope 
you will ponder what I haye said to you.” 

Rachel did ponder it well; but she drew a 
deduction that was false. 

“Mrs. Heathcliff has something to say to 
me, ’m sure,” she thought. “Perhaps some- 
thing about Dick. - I had better go with her.” 

It was nearly noon when they set out. Mrs. 
Heathcliff drove directly toward the village. 
She seemed to have a wonderful flow of spirits. 
There was something strained in her unnatural 
gayety. . 

With Rachel it was very different. She 
grew nervous, excited. Her heart almost 
ceased to beat when they approached Dr. Tre- 
maine’s cottage, and the horses’ heads were 
ae into the beech-lined avenue that led up 
to it. 

“Where are we going?’ she demanded, 
wildly. 

“Don’t be frightened, my dear,” Mrs. 
Heathcliff made answer, with a smirk. “Ive 
taken a faney to pay Dr. Tremaine a morning 
visit—that’s all. Of course you don’t care? 
It’s all very proper, under the circumstances.” 

She shot Rachel a swift glance from under 
her half-closed lids, and the poor girl was com- 
pelled to reply: 

“You know best.” 

“Yes, my dear, I know best.” 

Nevertheless, Rachel trembled with appre-. 
hension, The warning words Grace had utter- 
ed came back to her. She wondered why Mrs. 
Heathcliff had taken this sudden fancy. It 
looked as if some danger threatened Dick. 

But she dared not remonstrate. White as a 
lily, she followed Mrs. Heathcliff from the 
carriage, when it presently drew up before the 
door, 

Dr. Tremaine came out to welcome them. 
He gave Rachel a quick glance cf inquiry, and 
then said, pleasantly: 

“This is a surprise, Mrs. Heathcliff. I had 
not thought my poor little dwelling would be 
80 graced,” r 

She smiled, flirtéd her point-lace handker- 
chief, and returned: 

“Twas always curious to take a peep at 
your bachelér establishment. Tadies are per- 
mitted to cross its‘portals, I suppose?” 

“Oh, to be sure. They come like angels’ 
visits, however,» Enter, and let mé make you 
welcome.” mae 

He*flung wide the doors. Mrs, Heathcliff 
tripped lightly into the parlor, nodding for 
Rachel to follow. Her cheeks were all aflame 
and there was a peculiar sparkle in her bright, 
dark eyes, 

She walked about the room, wondering 
and admiring. She did not» notice, or else 
did not care, that no one else said any 
thing. 

Rachel sat pale and silent. She could 
scarcely control herself, Mrs. Heathcliff often 
glanced in her direction, and each time, it 
seemed, more malignantly than before. 

At last there came a sudden roll of wheels 
up the drive, and heavy steps crashing on the 
gravel. Dr.~ Tremaine walked to the window 
and looked out. | While he stood there the steps 
came tramping through the hall. 

The door was flung open, Several men 
entered. 

Dr. Tremaine confronted them, He was pale 
but dignified. 

‘“What means this intrusion?’ he de- 
manded, : 

‘We have a warrant to search your house,” 
answered the foremost man, respectfully, 


* 


# Ror what purpose 
~* You must already be aware.” 

“Tam not,” was the low, firm, answer, 

“Then I will tell you,” said thé man, glane- 
ing quickly around the apartment, his eyes 
meeting Mrs. Heathdlifi’s for a moment, as if 
seeking encouragement. “!.We want to search 
your house ‘because we have been told that 
the murderer of Edward Dent is Pigde here!” 


CHAPTER XCXMLT: 
THE DARK HOUR. = 


At those horrible words, which the man. ut- 
tered in a cool, even voice, Rachel hid her 
face, and gave a ‘Tong, gasping sighs: : 

“She would have “shrieked outright. had’ not 
the, necessity for self-control been forced, so 

plainly upon her mind. 

Dr. Tremaine. drew nearer to her, with, a 
slow gliding moyement. Presently he took 
one of her hands in his, and slightly pressed it. 
_. Courage!” he whispered. 

Then, sternly confronting the men, who 
stood grouped about the door, he said: 

" “You wish to search the house for the mur- 
derer of Edward Dent.. Friends, neighbors, 
is this kind; Is,it right? Have.I ever given 
you reasons to suspect me of doing anything 
unlawful ag 

* No, no,” cried two or three voices, 
“Think you I would harbor a criminal?” 
“No, no,” the same persons cried again. 
phen I hope you will go away quietly, and 
not.put, this indignity upon me.” 

The first. speaker glanced furtively at Mrs. 
Heathcliff again, and then. said, a little 
grimly: 

“Ttis of no use, Dr, Tremaine. We must 
search the house, Those are our orders, which 
bei are compelled to.obey.” 

“yen though I give you my word of 
honor that you will find no eriminal here?. ” 

‘Even then,” was the grim answer. |.» 

"The man hesitated a little, adding, in a, lower 
tone: 

«*T trust you will not binder us. in the” dis. 
charge of our. duty... We, have received posi- 
tive information that, the person we seek is, in 
this house.” 

Dr. Tremaine started slightly. “Atter a mo- 
ment’s thought.he bent over Rachel’s trembling 
figure, and said, softly: | : 

We will save him yet, if possible. , Calm 
yourself, I will take the .men,,up-stairs, finst 
of all” While we are. there, you must slip 
into Dick's room and get him out of the house. 
He can walk a little way, I, am. sure... Hide 
him Bist the: shrubbery until these wretches are 
gone; then I, will, gome to you. Do you under- 
stand?” 

Lifting her ghastly, face, she Apddesy but did 
not speak... , 
~« Kre you strong ‘ohough to ‘do. ibe?” 


bot WES). % am strong. Go, trust me. ,.Leould 
endure anything . for Dick. 7 : 
““@'You ate his. good angel, | Ah, would that 
Lhad the power ,to inspire such, loy; sone 
“Turning, as he spoke, he. found, Hasths 


cliffs, dark. eyes, fixed). petits upon; . his 
face. omothing i in their expression—a furtive, 
tr eacherous glance —made him shudder inyol- 
untarily. 

Lh Come. “with. nae,” he said, addressing, the 
men. “If my humble home’ is to be pro- 
faned, in thi8 way,.the sooner si is HPF the 
better.” 

Passing out’ at, the door, he gvonset. the hall, 
and began to ascend the, stairs,, beckoning the 
mefi to follow. 

“ Your search shall be,thorough enough,” he 
muttered, sarcastically, “Pm. going to take 
you. from attic. to cellar.” 

The men were preparing to follow him ‘when 

Mrs. Heathcliff stopped them. 
My dear Dr. Tremaine,” she said, sweetly, 
howhy. put. yourself to so,.much trouble? f 
am’ sure if these. persons are, ‘permivted to 
search the lower rooms they. wwill go away 
satisfied, i 

‘Tho lady. is. right,” said. the leader, ina 
firm voice... ‘* We will confine our search, tothe 
lower floor.” 

He stepped ‘toward the, door of the apart- 
ment where Dick was is lying, and as his hand 


on oar ae. ag 
remaine aeeane forward. ohh beg, you 


yill not go,in there,” he said, earnP Ns apn 
y not, pray?” 
pe! BY, dear friend ds, lying ill, in, that 
oom. Any. excitement of, fluls, sort, might | 
prove ata. 


ao hate it, b aun ‘the shat ‘any | 
‘ Duty.is duty. Come on, boys.” 

‘he door creaked, swung on its hinges. * “An- 
other moment and the men had filed into’ the 
apartment. 

Rachel rushed past’ them all, “She flung her- 
self down by Dick’s bedside, wringing her hands 
and crying out sharply: 
wt Oh, Dick, ‘Dick! : 

“The man in command leaned eee over 
her, stared an instant at the invalid, and then 
said, with a, grim smile: 

“ Boys, this is the fellow we are ater. He 
fully. answers the description that was given 
me. ” 

Dick was now sitting bolt upright Among 
the pillows, He flung back his” yellow hair, 
heavy and glistening“ like a lion’s mane, ‘and 
demanded angrily: 

«What means this intrusion?” 

“ Tt means,” answered the officer, with “a 
snéering laugh, “that you are to be .taken 
away from your comfortable quarters and 
provided with others not quite so @esirable.” 

He seemed to require nO other, explanation. 
The flush faded slowly from his face. He drew 
a long, sighing breath, 

“What have I done? ~"Why have: you come 
here to arrest me?” 

“We arrest you for the murder of Edward 
Dent.” 

Dick’s handsome lip curled. He Stared at 
the man a moment, and then broke into a low, 
faint laugh, 

“ Odd,” he muttered, nonchalantly. << Thihes 
come out very differently from what we an- 
ticipate, sometimes. But I do assure you” 
(speaking now to the officer) “that you have 
made‘a mistake, I had nothing whatever to 
do with the déath of the man in question.” 

“Of course you would say ‘that, ” was the 
sneering reply. 

And I speak the truth in saying’ ie 

“‘Humph! A hope you will be able’ to prove 
it. Ww 

Dick scorned to aeuly, He. Jaid' his “hand 
softly on Hechels bowed head, and’ drew her 
closely to : 

Connon, ” he whispered. ‘All (will yet 
be well. ‘They cannot condemn. an. ‘innocent 
man. ” 

She kissed ‘him, and clung +0! him, sobbing 
and moaning as if her heart would break, 


Oh, Dick, they can’t take you. away’! ‘They 
must not take you. away!” , 
“Hush! What matters it, after all? “You 


can come to me in prison, just as you come to 
me now. And maybe you can. help to prove 
my innocence.” 

.,_ Then, gently, rbysting, ner ‘frdin’ “tin, _he 
added: 


© Now go ‘away fora’ few ‘mothents: OF 
course, these ruffians will. let, me dress’ before 
dragging me away,” _ 

achel turned slowly from the bed, “A''shé 
did. so, her ,eyes. fant B upon | Mrs. Heathelis’s 
sneering, triumphan 

ae the aiahty, cf her courage, het. Soitiedn- 
tro gave way. She suddenly reme: beréd, id 
that this, w inal hed done ts hujure her: r. ia 
oné long, Mines scream, she ran ‘forward 
confronted her, . 

“This is your ork she eid? Batty ee it 
all now, The face at the’ window—you have 
always hated me—you meant fo harm me in 
some way! It was you who betrayed Dick?’ 

Mrs, Heathcliff started, paled ‘perce seta eh 
looked as if she were tempted to é the 
girl, and.then screamed hie peta 

«She's mad! Catch her, bet 
fainted.” ~~ 

It, was, true. -Dr. Tremaine took her, ih’ his 
arms, held, her there white and, still, close, 
close to his beating heart, and as ‘he’ turned to 
bear her from. the room, he said: |” 

“Poor girl! She had a right fo acehse: you, 
Mrs. Heathcliff, You have Pe all—done all 
—that, she said,” 


She 's 


The woman, did not anivar She. flushed 
purple, rev, herself up, haught ily, but finally 
followed Dr. remaine from, the room, and 


aided in restoring Rachel, . 


‘You haye no right to ja ge me,” she said 


to Dr. T Tremaine, when, ‘the girls senses were 
coming k to her, What, ssible. object 
could, i He Any Persecuting ret, poor ‘wretch 
in yonde pee 
~ Ds Tremaine BROOK, his hed RTT 
I IO rsp 
ek Id, jas y. of diy" an ‘utter 
att ope say 0 bil SPY, 
day. ” 


never saw him until, ite | 


agg met Dr! Trémnaine’s sclieating gadé ‘in- 
shrinkingly." Had" she: spoken the truth, ‘or 
was She the ae artful’ creature in ‘existence? 

He had-no time 10 argue’ the’ qtiestion’” Rat 
chel was just then ‘claiming all ‘his “attention: 
She had” opened her~ pyes; and was glari ing 
wildly all rognd? 

“Where am ‘f?''she ‘asked. The a ‘Tow; 
stidden ery brokélfrom her, * 

% Dick, Dick!’ T’réemember it all“now.’ “Obj 
my Goa!” Where i ‘he, ‘Dr. Tremaine? What 
haye they done with him?’ . 

+ “Fé is still in the horse, was his reply!’ 
oe But they are going to’ ‘take him aieay?" 

“He nodded. 

“She rose up Slowly. ° po scarlet Spot" burried 
in éither cheek.-"* 

‘“‘Tshall go with hima,” she seid, in a low, 
determined tone: ; 

“Fe attempted to dissuade her; but it was of 
no use, She was firmas a rock i in’ 5 i 
she had taken. © |, 

“Dick needs’ me,” was her plea.''“* He- is 
sick'and‘in'trouble:  Do‘-you'think'f’ could de- 
sert him at’such'a time?’ My God! “Who élsé; 
in all the wide world, could make my BiAse 
good to. him” : 


“CHAPTER XXIV. 
FAITHFUL LOVE’S REWARD. 

Dick was ‘taken to the county jail in the 
carriags that had been brought’ for ‘that pur- 
posé. Dr. ‘Tremaitie himself ‘brought pillows 
and blankets, and saw that éverything was ar~ 
ranged as comfortably as Possible 10F the 
wounded than,’ 

Rachel, rode in the” saille- conveyance, sup- 
porting Dick’s ‘Head in*her lap, and “with “his 
dear. hand clasped tightly in. her own. What 
cared she for the curious ¢ dyes béht upon'her as 
thé ‘cattidgé moved ‘slowly! through: “thie 
streets? 

Dr. Tr emaine,,.followed on OybRebdcK: He 
reached the jail'at the same nioment with the 
others, and was ready to’ BSsIsh in ‘removing 
Dick to a cell. 

Mts. Heathcliff ‘had ' reid to Fairlawn. 
She did hot, choose to be inixed up in the affair 
any more'than was nécessary. 

Dick’s wound had been’ heiiling rapidly dur- 
ing’ the few days he ‘had’ reriained ‘under Dr. 
Trématine’s toof. But he was still’ very weak, 
and at his earnest’ Poquest thé préliminary ex? 
amination was to be Bs tponed * until ‘the fol- 
lowing day. _- = 

Rachel andDr. ‘Tremaine Went with tii to 
his gloomy’ cell, and there the” three’ were ett 
alone together. 

eT wish TL could remain’ “With’ vou Dick, y 
sobbed Rachel, very White how, ai trembling 
violently, .‘“ { ‘wish T ned ist dae you, alone 
in this dreadfeal placer” 

“ Poor hel!” said Dick... 70 

"Sho flung hei ‘arms about his Heck,’ 5; 

““T Won't leave you!” she ctied. Cophey ‘will 
not; be so.cruel as to tear: me away!’ . will Hot 


Teavé you!” =: 

Dr. emai: ha ad heen’ echnit Be 
tut *for 

ression upon his pallid fac 


apart from them: he now dame 
with a strange ex 
eet 80! vente ail, he 


“Do. you Wwish't 
asked.’ 

«Oh, yes, yes.” a7 3) 
.He hesitated, sasped Pik or wie, and ‘then 
said: | 

“There is one way, in, which your wish cai 
be gratified.” pads 

“One ‘way? a : 

OMe ves? You set it b Wweitid not be right or 

roper for you, to remain as yon are: MM 
PRE And the way Of Which you spoke?” _ 

_Forcing, the; ‘swords’ from his white, are 
lips, he made alist rz 
sa 3 Yok must marr, y him!” 

Rachel - ‘stared, wildly’ at’ these sip aii 
from Dick’s lips fell a’ Tow, faint laugh. 

‘Tseo I have startled you both,” Bb ‘Tre- 
maine went.on, “Remember, Ido hot advise 
any such step.” ' Thadéed''f'snonta greatly regret 
it. Butitis the only way in which you two 
can be together.” 

Dick held out his: Baie How’ aioking’ back 
something that sounded like a sob, 

You're 'a hoblé fellow, Dr. Tremaine,” be 
said. “I can guess “what such “words must 
have cost you. But you can ‘Spare’ Bey 
further pain, I havé no. wish to’ mi ry Rd 
chel, and could not, if Lavo fe ‘or the simple 
reason that she is my oun, siste 
-Tremaine started as ie 4 had been 
str aa ‘He could only stare wondleriugly 2 at 
the speaker: 


ily I ciel 


AN GGIRE'S1SIBART: 


o'Your sister?” he gaspedauhrt hed tel? 29 
uff Wespmyitwin sister.” 1 od near 
He staggered, and sat down on one ofj|the, 
rude stools-with»which the-placé)was provided. 
Great drops-came out upon bis)foreheadio: He 
was shakingicallooveri »He! could-stafeely, beh 
lieve:the strangeinews he had heard. » 


But. gradually: his face changed: An expres: | 


sion of »wildegoyibroke-all over: it... An idozen: 
little circumstances seemed to;/convince) him; 
all.at-onee, that Diek had’ spéken the:truth: 

“Oh; Hameglad, so glad! he eried’ | 

He looked.up.;' His eyecaught:iRachel’s for 
a moment.i), He»'saw ther pstar't, duds a sudden 
flood of crimson rush: over! hersface! ¢ 

“My darling!” he whispered; holding out Sta 
arms; odlountmindful of -Didk’s presence! » ‘My? 
precious one! =\Isbelieve you! do:loye: arya after 
ally? 

Rachel tott#red, forward;|and’ fell: spon his 
breast} sobbing » wildly» «[And . yét. a: strange’ 
peacé and happiness ns eeeein suddenly ete 
her: heatt.rox {/ 

For a little while nck shohes word was spo# 
ken.’ TThedover$seemed to understand 's0 -wéll 


all thatrthe other» would: have» saidy:there awas’ { 


little need of speech. .oldtiz iis 

The vail had been—rent away from their 
lives, as if by a miracles! andati last they stood 
face to face-and soul fm: may all i apeds mage as 
the day.) 1 

Dick drew apart sot orie,of the! mearpis cor: 
ners; and sat;down tvith his face coveredor!He 
understood perfectly what transports \wére in 
those Jong-sundered: hearts: _He had guessed 
Rachel’s secret long before. Oo 

‘‘'Bhey twill! be: happy,” he ‘thought,! with! a 
weary sighi, 4‘ThankyGod:for that! “No vmat- 
ter what:new bitterness Jife may rp “ie: rar 
for me, they will be happy.” = tor! orrotod b 

He tried 'to:rejoicebat: E fear) some dfSairy 
pictures of his‘own desolate; loveless future did 
flit across his mental vision. 

Atdast-he heard Dr:! Tremaine‘ say ‘softly:’ 

‘Rachel, allithings are-growing sol plain ‘to 
me! (Amd: yet you -haéive not uttered a word of 


cxplanations I believe ian have = re aa alll || 


the while.” 

SAN] he while,” stie answered, in! a low, 
cooing! voice. ? 

*¢ Andyou have worn this iad to. hide from 
me the sacrifice you were making?” f 

She did not answer,! but’ looked:into® hisifttce 
with such an .earnest;:pleading! expressiom that; 
he covered her lips with remorseful kisses. ! 

( ‘oWiiy.did cyou not trustume, Rachel#)/i You 
might have done that. You must have Inticgry 
{ would noéb:séeyou!suffer. » i 

How could? shé faltered 0) 1. 

“Ror the very reason that you loved: me sot, 
Ah, foolisho¢hild! Nd-one» éould ‘have titis- 
judged: your:innocent heart.’ : ) 

Rachel smiled ee her’ any tage made 
answers) - 

{{‘Dhe secret was Dick's 3 more than mine. 
had no right!to betiay itt’? seventh J 

uDres Premaine gave'a slight start. 

“6 Secret?” he echoed. 

“Yes,” said Dick, now rising oe coming 
forward, ‘© This dear girl deserves’ to.-wear. 
the crown ofa martyr. «| No: canonized: saint 
ever was,more faithful or sdlf-sacrificing.” ’ 

He took Rachel’s hand, kissing it fondly. 

» “The secret-cdncerns only myself,” he went 
on,!»:f# But “Rachel would have given*up’ her! 
own life to keep it. Can you not guess’ now! 
why she consented t6é.marryiaimansshs both 
hated: and despisell? (Can cyou notiguesswhy 
she: consented tovmarry him L sais have; encore 
as Edward Dent?’ f 

‘‘ Vos) yés,” said:Dri"TDremaine, ehzenlyl 

# Thab wretich :knew everything. Twas litt 
his powers: He dould have given me into the 
clutches of the lawoat arly moment. | He would 
have done so but for Rachel. She stepped be- 
twéemus) and gave herself, up:in. my steadi” 


: 


CHAPTER XXy. 
DICK’S!) STORY. ey stetoot + 


oT aerm was a briefisilence it: the | rooms Ine 
stinetively, Dr: Tyemaine “drew Rachel’s!qtiv- 
ering figure still more closely to him, as.if-he 
would‘fain shield her! from all ‘further goniow. 
oc Aud so-he would have shielded her, with: his 
own heart’s blood, if necessary. BE 
“Tell me your story, Dick;” he'said. acy 
oly Fegréet you didnot telb it sooner, 200!) ** 
-nf# So do 1)” answered the young mania “ Buti 
how could I be sure it was best? [have‘known, 
youlsuch! wilittlewhile!" Tobe Sure-you shave 
been very kind. Yowdiavd? idzeptime' hidden! 


dwby fron omy enemies, dréssed) my wounds, 
and watched overme'as carefully, as a: brother! 
would have;done. |. But, when a man carries 
with him suchia seereti as (mine, | he is ‘very! 
loth to part withiit.”; .» 

Hej laughedas he spoke, a jow, bitten laugh; 
scarcely pleasant/tochear! | 0! 

“<7 would have been: faithful to ie trust,” 
sald Dr. Tremaine. |‘! For Rachel’s: a. if siot 
for-yourss?) « £ . 

“T believe you. “id 

‘Perhaps Lean do~sonicthing to: hed you, 
even yet Tell me everything.” . 

)‘ Listen. Itis time I badymade ‘a full con- 
fession. God help and'pity me!’ | 

» He was ‘hiding his face: with shis) trembling 
hands, and. did not see! the quick — thab 
ran, over,each of hisvauditors: 

“Are you strong enough! to «tell the story? 
interrupted i Dr.: Tremaine, eagerly). ‘‘ You 
must not excite yourself toozmuch. >. You have 
passed through!a good deakalready.?”? i 

‘{ Iocan, passthrough evén: more.! Indeed) TD 
would tather;make &:clean breast sof every+ 
thing. See,‘Lamstrong—quiteistrong.” | 

He dropped: his: hands, and» turned ‘his pale 
face mpon them, toncing asmilé to the. blood- 
less, lips. i 
| (Dr. ‘Trempbine went up to him; ond —_ his’ 
| head down upon:his shoulder: 

“Rest here} Dick,:she:said, scicammnelbianiien 
“ You. need) this Support. « ‘Now gol omewith 
| what you have'to tell me.” f 
‘«Tonust begin 'very far backin my solar 
Dr. T¥emaine; but Ido. not? intend to veces 
you with a long-drawn-out story: 
| *Rachéeland!Ican remember nothing’ of our! 
parentsi:\.Even the name we bear»may be’ a 
borrowed one. «:As) far back as dur “recollec-! 
| tion gobs, we lived with oné Madanie ‘Gale ‘in 
her cottage, not.far fromthis place.) © : 

cof ¥es;0l know’ her,” said:Dr: ‘Tremaine | 

{Madame did not know anything! of our paz 

| rentage, or atleast wouid tell us nothing:! But 

she was kind to us, inher! way; and , ‘us 
| every advantage)’ { 0% i 

oi fh Phe, years wore! on quietly enough anitil I 
was:sixteen, (Then madame wag in trouble of 
some ‘font... cotild see she did not:want me at 
| the cottage any longer: I had a ‘thirst for 
pare and ealnandars At last she yielded to. 


i 
| 
t 


ss T thinky now she had, dows « along time, been 
| seeretly working-upon my mind in such aiman- 
| ner that I should readily turn to that a 
quarbércof:the globe! 
fat any rate to India IT areal Madennél 
give: mea letter of introduction toone Edward 
Lasalle, ithe same youjshavé known as Edward 
| Dent: Of course Psought) him; onjarriving in 
Calcutta. 
‘*He!pretendéd tobe atvarm friend df, mine 
| before I had known him! aweeka little too, 
warm. to be sincere I thought at theitime. | He 
found mea place in a: merchant’s ‘office where 
I was soonable to éommiand a’ good salary: 
“Everything went on smoothly enotigh for 
| ayear or two! Then money waimissing:from 
| the counting-room of my eniployer. ! Suspicion’ 
pointed» me ‘out/as thé thief, and I ies power- 
lets:to prove my imnocence.: t 
‘Of course I was discharged, huiving barely: 
escaped arrest.’ Lasallé still clung:tomie.1\He 
got’ me .out of that. part’ of the country; aid 
_ finally SA ony mae os —— in ihe — 
| sérvices(2o7 
| SE had no taste tor infilitery: Aife; tata freee 
never have dreamed of it but.for: ‘Lasalle. : He 
was here my evil'genius, as, Damconfident; he 
had been before. Evil. reports were S00n1 ‘in 


| circulation’ gonedrning»me.  [ think he spread 


them, ‘though all m5 while: err to be =: 
devoted friend..0! %: 

There iepaertorier man in the véjyitndat ‘rbd 
had conceived a special dislike to me. .His 
name was? William litt, but he wasigénerally 
éalled! Black ‘Billy among our comrades; partly’ 
because of his complexion; and! partly beeatse 
he was coarse; brital; secretivein histiature. 

*From the very first, this) man seemed 
bound to quarrel with mes Idid not:suspect 
if) then; but fdmow nowhe was really ‘Lasalle’s 
toolj and! ‘only carrying out instructions aes 
him by his employer, 

oo-For months Ii succeeded in avoiding him. 

Buti onetfatal’morning, when I hadcbeen drink: 
ing) we) net in a Sogee-hbiss th ‘the town 
where wowere stationedsiou &s » 

Jo¢sBlack? Billywas! unusually inspltingz: itine 
word léd: to! another. Finally he taunted«mé 
with being a omen a thief, a —— 
gered scoundrel 2 seliregrett ort -aw ol 


o“Youdcam guess what followedyid called 
the féllow, out: We: fought-—he fell-—and yield- 
ing to the impulse of the moment, I fled biieal 
themarkof Cain upon ity brow! Ri I 

»'He paused: a;moment to wipe the gammy, 
beads from his forehead. 

“Good God! how I have suffered-since that 
fatal hour!”;he .criéd out, sharply. ‘41 amighs 
better have | endured a thousand. deaths; 1 One 
long dight.of torment hag been my? portion: 

_“Lsought: Lasalle in:my trouble: He strip- 
ped the mask from his face, and‘told:me:to be- 
gone, be’ had»no, fellowship. with, ‘murderers. 
He did even more than that, , He edllectéd, all 
the proof-lie could. find, against me; | hethunted 
me ‘down like a fox... If he leatned:I) had 
founda covert‘/he-cruelly drove me from, it, 

SS Ahyohow,E learned,to» loathe! ,thateman 
when: comprehended the double part he-had 
been -playing! He; had meant to. ruin-me all 
the »while,} Iwas ‘sure oof it... It was/at-his 
instigation; I ;am bonitied, that \the helio was 
committed.” ony, or 

“ What could have beat his object i in ruining 
you?? asked: Dr! Tremaine:1 | 

Dick slowly shook his head/ rs 

**T) cannot! tells. | Itadl seéms very strange. 
And yetd could not help thinking he was aikthe 
while working out the) will ofysomebody jhere.” 

“Not Madame Gale?” G 

‘No, Tscareely: think it-was; Madamé Gale, 
though: “she: may ‘have beenawareof the swhole 
plot. I!am sure it wassome ;person lof greater 
influence than madame.” 2!) hots 

“Why should you think so?” 

“Treantiot telk yousrodt was: a, vague stispi- 
cion,!confirmbd by the-fact that Lasalle:warn-y 
ed ome) against: returning! to.»my native. lands; 
He swore -he would have mé arrested) just 
so surelysas L attempted any-such step.” | 

“Did he giveany reason) for this Cpppdinians? 

“ce None:?’ 

“You braved his. power, and did return Ria 

‘Ay; atelast:iod) longed »to -seecRacheh « I 
could keep wal no dongek, an s0-rah th risk 
I did. ) | 2 

‘ ‘(Tinsalle; or : award Dent, as ‘he’ iscalled, 
followed you?’ ) 91 

“Yes: Heisaw coened nis fel j inj ae svitia: 
her. From that moment his plans must have 
taken a new turn. He offered her my life and 
liberty if she wonld marry! himl?’) 

«¢ Ah!” cases Dr: iia pergee his shut 
teeth. 

A brief lene followed.. (Rachel. was cry- 
ing softly... She saw how térribly:her brother 
must ‘haye suffered; andoher ‘heart: ‘bled for 
him, «She )did.! neti regret, mersagrennss she heal 
done for hith:'» : vi 

At last;Dri aierosine spoke agains 1 en 

‘¢ We have heard enough of the past,” rw said. 
‘Now tellime of: thatmight:??; 9:1) ETS 7 

“The night when Lasalle was est 
asked ‘Dick; sob fodil £ ) Td 

“ Wes.” gueyd 

oHetrembleda little. ‘Bo did Rachel.~ ‘Both 
were ‘longing «to heatvhis story of: what shad 
happened then, told in his own Way.\:Amd yet 
neither'!one mor the other chad»dared )ask« for 
the particulars beforerson hut sort sinsat isis 

Rathel had) shrunk:from' the subject:witha! 
horror akin #o: fear,’ ‘Seeing this;°Dicki had 
spared» her! all allusion to the subject! » Of 
Dr. ‘Tremaine, he had: never» félt:disposed«to 
make # confidant, until: this' moment) sino! 

) Butnow he began to tell the story iin astrange- 
ly calm; collected way) He! spoke'of aneeting 
Grace'in the) garden, and. bagubideliak ishe had 
said to him. Aoi ot d 

‘That twas my: first: intiination ‘of fei = 
purposes ito: marry Rachel,” he went on! «1 
wasvangry, desperate. | I don’t know what«I 
might snot have a in the ae of the 
montent.. 

*} While: fleeing ‘wildly thevdngies the. shirt 
bery,:I heard ‘a -pistol-shot closevat: hand.) I 
sprung into the glade where!ithe»murder was 
committed\iand thére:I saw Lasalle, weltering 
in his: own » blood, anda: horrible- looking old 
woman standing ‘over him.” 

“Rachdl started up swith a suppressed bienigki 

“A woman! Oh, Dick,Dick!” and she flung 
her arms. about’. hini, sobbing | hysterically. 
‘Then! you didnot) fire ‘the fatal gern ent 
did’not?? + 

« did not,” he answered, firmly: 

“Thank God!” she ich unt cols thank 
God tor that!" ‘ oe jaew sod 

“Why did you suis me?” he Se 
almost angrilys: “iWas il not woundednnyself? 
How could: that have happened if a hdd shot 
him dead: atimly ‘feet?”. an yiblivw 
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“Tt might—I thought—you; might have 
received your wound inthe first place,” she 
faltered. 

“But I did not. The woman struck me 
with a knife she must have taken from Lasalle’s 

son,” 

**Oh, yes, 'yes.” ) 

“She turned upon me like a fury, asT ran 
up. LIrecognized herat a glance, for she was 
no stranger to me. There was sufficient light 
for that purpose. ‘The moon was nearly full, 
you remember.” ; 


“Where had you seen the woman’ before?’ | 


asked Dr, Tremaine. 

“In India. Her name is Jane'Bell. She 
was Lasalle’s reputed wife, I believe: But 
that was many years ago—when she was a 
younger and prettier woman. She loved'him, 
and was desperately jealous of his attentions 
to other women. She has threatened ‘his life 
more than once, if he ever dared to marry; 
she has been little better than a madwoman 
for several years. Indeed, she was known as 
Crazy Jane.” 

“ And she killed Lasalle, or Edward Dent, as 
he called himself?” 

‘J think so. She must have’ heard: of his 
contemplated marriage. But I: have not the 
slightest idea how she tracked him to the 
place. 

‘* As Tsaid, I recognized her instantly. The 
recognition was mutual.' ‘Ah,’ she screamed, 
‘you have dogged mehere'to betray me! You 
mean to drag me back again. But you shall 
not!’ 

“Then 'she sprung upon me, and inflicted the 
wound from which I suffer before I could help 
myself. I grew suddenly sick and faint, and 
could only crawl] into the shrubbery and hide 
myself there. She was still standing: beside 
the: dead body when I saw ber last.” 

“She must be found,” said Dr. Tremaine. 

Rachel did not speak. » But she drew Dick’s 
face down to her own, and their lips\met in a 
long; clinging kiss. 

‘God bless you, my sister,” he whispered. 

God had blessed her, for the night of her 
sorrow was over, and in the eastern ‘horizon of 
her life she saw the promise of a glorious 
dawning. 


i CHAPTER XXXVI. 
CONFESSION, 

Tux next morning Dr. Tremaine began the 
search for Jane Bell. 

Jt was poor Dick’s only chance for life and 
liberty—the finding of this wretched, forlorn 
creature, It seemed very hard, but then the! 
innocent must not suffer for the guilty. 

It was a wild, wet morning, the rain beating 
against the casements, the wind howling fear- 
fully among the great trées surrounding the 
house. 

Dr. Tremaine cared little for the inclemency 
of the weather. With a great cloak buttoned 
securely about him, he sallied forth, taking a 
short cut to the glade where the murder had 
been committed. 

He had somewhere read or heard of the sin- 
gular mania that induces some murderers to 
haunt the s¢ene of their crime, and had set out 
with this forlorn hope in his mind. 

His brain was busy. He thought over the 
story Dick had told him the day before, from 
beginning to end. Strange suspicions came to 
him as he did so. Was Mrs. Heathcliff mixed 
up in this affair? If so, to what extent? Was 
it she who had induced Lasalle to play such a 
treacherous part to Dick? 

He would have giver much for the power to 
solve this mystery. But it was impenetrable. 
He scarcely knew why he had dreamed of con- 
necting Mrs, Heathcliff with it inany manner, 
except her eagerness for Dick’s arrest, for he 
could no longer doubt but that she’ had. really 
been at the window that night when Rachel 
thought she saw her. 

Though his brain was burdened with all this 
mystery, he walked’ firmly on, through marsh 
and mud and mire, the wind wailing in. his 
ears, and the rain splashing all about him on 
the leaves and grasses. 

He reached the glade. A) poor, forlorn 
creature sat crouching underneath the tree in 
the middle. He caught a glimpse of a dirty, 
mud-bespattered gown, and straggling deed 
locks falling over a pair of crooked shoulders, 
then went softly up and stood beside the pitiful 


¢¢ My poor woman,” he said, gently, 
At the sound of his voice she started up 
wildly and sought to fly. But her limbs re- 


fused)\to support her. She tottered, and fell 
back moaning into his outstretched arms. 

“Tknow you,” she criéd, shrilly. ‘‘ Blood, 
blood, blood!) It'has found: voice at last, as I 
knew it would. It rises up! from the ground 
and screams for vengeance. You have heard 
it, and are come to take me away with you.” 

She was drenched to the skin; her face ashy 
pale; her eyés wild ‘and’ bloodshotten,. They 
turned upon Dr. Tremaine with a truly’ mani- 
acal glare. 

‘*Poor creature)” he said, ‘‘do not look at 
me like that. I have'no wish to harm you.” 

‘What! she cried. ‘You didn’t come to 
hang me? I ‘know better. Isn’t it written, 
‘an éye:for ah eye, a tooth for a tooth’? And 
doesn’t it mean, too, a life fora life?’ 

She laughed at her own cunning, a low, 
harsh, terrible laugh. 

‘Yes,” he answered.) But it is also writ+ 
ten;‘love your enemies.’ ” 

A sudden. changeswept over her face. She 
dropped it into her hands, and began rocking 
her. body violently to and fro, for she had re- 
leased ‘herself from) Dr. Tremaine’s arms, and 
was sitting on the'damp ground again. 

‘JT told him I! would: do it,” she murmured, 


'as if talking to herself. ‘‘I loved him, but I 


told hint) L would: do it: I should have died 
myself if another had taken my place and 
borne, the name that was rightfully mine. 
Andysod killed him. Yes, I killed him!” she 
cried, in loud, startling tones, lifting her ashy 
face. once more. ‘He stood: yonder, where 
those daisies are trampled down, and I shot 
him dead at my feet! I killed him—i killed 
him!) God ‘forgive me—TI killed him!” 

She flung up her arms wildly, shrieking out 
the last, words in a perfect frenzy. 

‘‘Hush,” said Dr. Tremaine, soothingly. 
“You must not excite yourself.” 

‘*T killed him,” she repeated, over and over 
again, ‘‘It:was the only way to make him 
mine in this world and the next.” 

‘‘Whom did you kill?” 

“T thought you knew. My husband—EHd- 
ward Lasalle, . Ha, ha, ha! The bonny young 
bride he had chosen must wear widow’s weeds 
before ever she-was a wife. Ha, ha, ha!” 

“Hush,” said. Dr. Tremaine, speaking stern- 
ly, this time. -‘‘ You shall not talk so.” 

But she went on wildly raving, in spite of 
him. For some minutes he sat quite still, 
listening. . Then. his mind was suddenly made 
up. 

This poor wretch was dying. She could not 
live many hours; she was past human justice 
+beyond the reach of human laws. She should 
be made to confess her, guilt before witnesses, 
and save poor Dick from an ignominious 
fate. 

He drew off his dripping cloak and wrap- 
ped it tenderly about her. 

** Remain here a little while,” he said. ‘I 
am going for help. Then I will take you home 


| with me, and you shall be made nice and 


warm.” 

She did not demur. I doubt if she fully 
understood him; she sat patient and submis- 
sive asa, child while thecloak was being wrap- 
ped about her; in fact she was too helpless to 
have resisted. 

Dr. Tremaine hurried for assistance. Seve- 
ral men returned with him, bringing a sort of 
litter upon which the poor woman was convey- 
ed to the house, and placed in the very apart- 
ment Dick had vacated less than twenty-four 
hours previously. 

She ‘was provided with dry clothing and 
every possible comfort. 

When his duty to the really dying woman 
was performed, Dr. Tremaine remembered 
his duty to Dick. He sent for the proper of- 
ficers that they might hear her dying confes- 
sion. . 

The day wore on, and night fell early. In 
the sterm and darkness, Jane Bell’s soul went 
out to meet its Maker, 

But she- had a few rational moments before 
she died. She made ample confession, thus 
clearing Dick of all reproach. Though the 
murder had been committed in one of her wild- 
est. moments of insanity, she remembered all 
the circumstances perfectly. 

Lasalle had: threatened her and tried to force 
her to léave the neighborhood in that manner. 
Failing in intimidating her, he had drawn a 
pistol, swearing at her fearfully the while. 

» This weapon she had managed to snatch 

—_ him, and with it) had ended his miserable 
6. 

It was the impulse of self-preservation, per- 


haps, that had induced her to turn upon Dick, 
when he made his sudden appearance in the 
glade. 

| She had fied herself, on heating footsteps 
approach a second time, and, since that fatal 
day, had been lurking in the neighborhood; 
frequently visiting the scene of the murder. 

She made other confessions, such as her inti- 
mate knowledge of Lasalle’s life had made her 
acquainted with. ) 

What those confessions were will soon be re- 
vealed. Suffice it now to say that they were 
perfectly satisfactory to Dr. Tremaine. 

In the early dawn of the following morn- 
ing, ha sought the jail where Dick was confined. 
The two held a rapturous meeting, and in less 
than an hour’s time Dick had left those gloomy 
walls behind, and trod the streets, a free man 
once again. 

His first thought was of Rachel. She 
had returned to Fairlawn to pass the night. 

“Oh, how happy this will make her,” he 
exclaimed, and made haste to tell her the joy- 
ous news, 

Dr. Tremaine ‘accompanied him: There 
were circumstances that rendered his presence 
at Fairlawn very desirable. 


CHAPTER XXVII 
UNWINDING THE THREADS. 

Ir was a beautiful morning that followed 
that day and night of storm, 

The'sweet landscapeand bush-green garden 
were full of beauty and peace and glory—such 
glory as God ever gives to nature and to man 
after conflict and wrestling. 

Mrs. Heathcliff sat alone in’ her handsome 
parlor, brooding darkly/over her plans, when 
the door was flung open, and Madame Gale 
stood before her. 

‘* Pauline,” cried madame, abruptly, with a 
shrug and a grimace, ‘‘there must be an end 
of all this!” : 

“All what?” sneered the haughty woman. 

“You know very well what I mean. That 
man in yonder jail is Dick Clyde; and you 
helped to put him there. Nay, don’t shake 
your head, for I know better.” 

Mrs: Heathcliff drew back, flushing a little. 

“And so you have heard of that little cir- 
cumstance?’ she said; ‘‘and you guessed. the 
prisoner was Dick?” 

“Yes,” sharply; ‘‘but I did not hear the 
particulars until this morning. You are 
cruel and vindictive, Pauline. — But if “you 
sacrifice that man it shall go hard with 

ou,” 

“Bah! Have you turned pleader?’ 

“No, I do not plead, I demand his life at 
your hands.” 

Mrs. Heathcliff started and bit her lip. 

“What do you mean by whipping about in 
this way?” she asked. 

“To see justice done those poor children,” 
was the stern reply, ‘‘You and l have wrong- 
ed them enough already. I don’t take another 
step in this nefarious business. Bring about 
that man’s release, and quickly, too, or I dis- 
close everything.” 

Mrs. Heathcliff retreated a step or two. 
Her face was horrible to look upon, so much 
vindictive rage and fury could be seen flashing 
through it. 

‘You are jesting,” she said, slowly, with a 
harsh laugh. ‘You would never be such a 
fool!” 

‘*T never jest, Pauline.” 

‘““You have been faithful to me so many 
years—you have identified yourself so fully 
with my cause—” 

“True,” interrupted Madame Gale, bitterly. 
“For your sake I have been almost as vile a 
sinner as yourself. But, all things must have 
an end. I refuse to be your scapegoat any 
longer.” 

She paused, dropped her eyes, and set her 
teeth together in a determined way that made 
Mrs. Heathcliff tremble. 

At this instant the bell rung sharply, and 
heavy footsteps crossed the hall. The door 
was pushed slightly ajar and Dr. Tremaine 
looked in, Then he turned back for a mo- 
ment. ’ 

“Is Colonel, Heathcliff: able. to leave his 
room?” the two women heard him ask of the 
servant, ' ry 

“Yea, sir,” was the answer. 

“ Then ask him to come to the parlor direct- 
ly, I must see him on matters of the first im- 
portance.” ; 

The eyes of the two women met. Mrs, 
Heathcliff changed color, 
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‘What can he want of my husband?’ she 
said, in a sharp whisper. 

Madame did not answer. There wasa mo- 
ment's torturing suspense, and then the door 
opened.a.second time, 

Dr. Tremaine entered. A young man was 
leaning upon his arm—a tall, handsome young 
fellow with violet eyes and hair like spun gold, 
so soft and bright and silken. 

Mrs» Heatheliff started “at sight of him, 
stared wildly, and a sharp ery burst from. her 
lips. 

‘““What, does this mean?’ she demanded, 
quaking with evident terror. 

Dr. Tremaine led Dick to a seat—for of 
course it was Dick himself who was with him 
—and saw that he was comfortably establish- 
ed before making any reply. 

Then he said, coolly: 

‘What has surprised you, Mrs. Heathcliff? 
I have merely brought in a friend of mine for 
a morning call.” 

With an effort of will worthy a better cause 
thé guilty woman brought the color back ‘to 
her lip and cheek, 

“Indeed!” she sneered. ‘‘ Perhaps you will 
be good enough to mention the name of your 
friend!” 

‘He is commonly known as Dick Clyde.” 

Mrs. Heathcliff turned in a well-assumed at- 
titude of recoil. cal 

““Good heavens!” she cried. ‘‘You are 
mad, Dr. Tremaine. Why have you brought 
that murderer here? I thought he was safely 
lodged in jail.” 

‘Dick is no murderer,” said Dr. Tremaine. 

Then he was silent. Mrs. Heathcliff’s won- 
derful composure surprised him. He could not 
help admiring this one attribute of her char- 
acter. It disposed him t» be lenient as possi- 
ble with her. 

While he stood silent and perplexed, revol- 
ving the situation in his own mind, there was 
a rustle outside the room—the door opened 
did Colonel Heathcliff slowly crossed the 
threshold. 

He was followed by Rachel and Grace. The 
young ladies had. witnessel Dr. Tremaine’s 
arrival with Dick from an upper window. 

Rachel rushed forward eagerly, bursting into 
tears of joy as she flung herself on the floor by 
her brother’s chair. > 

“Ob, Dick, Dick!” she cried. ‘‘You are 
here—and free! Thank God—thank God!” 

Colonel Heathcliff stood breathless, fixed 
as stone, glaring wildly at the young man. 

‘That -face—that hair—that soft, bright, 
wonderful hair!” he faltered, pressing -both 
hands over his throbbing temples. 

Dr. Tremaine crossed to his side. His re- 
solve was taken. He could not witness the 
man’s emotion unmoved. 

‘You have seen another face like Dick’s— 
other hair like his?” he queried. 

“« Yes,” was the faint reply. 

“Whose?” 

“The wife of my youth—the dear woman 
who is now a saint in heaven. Good God, how 
like—how wonderfully like!” 


At this moment Mrs. Heathcliff stepped for- 


ward, Her face was ashy white.. She trem- 
bled from head to foot. ’ 

“Come away!’’ she said, hoarsely, endeavor- 
ing to take her husband’s hand. ‘This is no 
place for you. ‘You are not strong—you must 
not excite yourself.” 

“Wait!” cried Dr. Tremaine, in a loud, 
stern voice, ‘I have a question to ask before 
you go. Colonel Heathcliff, did you have 
children by your first marriage?” 

The agitated man bowed his head. 

“Twins—a boy and a girl?” 

“Yes,” answered Colonel Heathcliff. 

“What became of them?” 

A convulsive shudder shook his frame. 

‘“Theirs was a terrible fate,” he said, in a 
broken, hollow, voice. ‘I was compelled to 
leave home on business. They were in the 
charge of an experienced nurse. While I 
was away the house burned to the ground and 
my two ious babes were burned alive!” 

A groan burst from his lips as he uttered 
those last words—a ery of bitter anguish. 

Dr. Tremaine’s face grew radiant. He 
caught his breath sharply, once or twice, be- 
fore ‘he could command himself to speak. 

“My friend, my noble friend,” he said, at 

“cheer up; I believe your children are 
alive and well, this moment!” 

“Alive? Alive?” gasped the wondering man, 
while a wild shriek of dismay and terror broke 
from Mrs, Heathcliff, 


“Yes, They were saved from the fiery 
death that threatened them, They have lived 
to grow up, and—you behold them before you 
in Dick and Rachel Clyde!” } => 

A moment’s dead silence followed... Slowly. 
the conviction forced itself home upon Colonel 
Heatheliff’s-mind that-Dr. Tremaine had- spo- 
ken the truth. He started, tottered, then 
rushed wildly forward. 

“Oh, my children!” he shrieked; “and the 
three were locked in a close embrace. * 

‘“‘ My father!” murmured Dick and Rachel, 
in. one breath, 

Mrs. Heathcliff leaned forward and fixed her 
eyes upon them ina stare that had nothing hu- 
man or lifelike about it. She was ashy white, 
and a clammy sweat had broken out upon her 
forehead, reer 

At last. she roused herself; The power of 
volition came back to her trembling limbs, and 
she tugged wildly at the three figures clasped 
so closely together. Nine ; 

“Tt is false!” she shrieked. ‘‘ It is false, my 
husband, »Come away. You surely will riot 
believe the lies these people are telling you!’ 

Madame Gale had not spoken, 
stood-with a, calm, unmoved face_ throughout 
the scene. a 

“it is true!” she said, now, in a low, firm 
voice. ‘Pauline, cease to struggle against 
fate, God is working, out His own will. I 
knew this must all come to pass, sooner or 
later. Ishallownuptoeverything. You had 
better do the same.” 

A shiver ran over Mrs. Heathcliff. She 
glared into the white, wondering faces.she saw; 
allaround her. Then with her jeweled hands 
shaking wildly in the air and a dreadful shiver 
in her voice, she said: _ og? 

“Beitso.  Iconféss everything «Pm a lost, 
ruined woman!” 

She turned slowly and with difficulty, and 
left the room. They heard her glide feebly up 
the stairs, and a door above shut sharply. 


CHAPTER XXVIIL 
THE END OF ALL. 
MapAme Gate broke the silence that fol- 
lowed Mrs. Heathcliff’s. sudden departure. . 
*Heaving a long-drawn sigh, she said: Vi 
“Let us end this wretched scene«as quickly 
as possible. - I know the truth must be ‘told. 
Df. Tremaine; let meshelp you tell it.” 
Colonel Heathcliff raised his head, looking at 
her keenly.) : 
“Tt is trne, then—it is true that these are 
my children?he eried, eagerly. ; 
“Tt is true,” she answered, - 
Then, turning to Dr. Tremaine, sheadded: 
“There were only two or three persons in 
all the world who knew that those” babes were’ | 


saved from the burning building. Who re- | 


vealed to you the secret?” 

“A woman'known as Jane Bell. She was 
the wife of, the.man who called himself Ed- 
ward Dent, but whose true name was Lasalle. 
Of course she became possessed of a great 
many of his secrets. She did’ not know the 
whole »story,, but she had learned enough; so 
that I readily guessed the ‘truth from her ac- 
count, _It could do novharm, at least, to act 
upon the convictions to which her. narrative 
gave rise.” . : : Vee : 

Madame bobbed her head, and made an odd 


ace. 
* Listen,” she said, presently... ‘I’m go’ 
to tell the whole truth. “But you must ores 
not to molest Pauline—Mrs, Heathcliff.” ~~ 

“This is not my affair,” answered Dr. Tre- 


maine, gravely, ‘‘I may help to right wrongs, ||’ 


but not to punish offenses.”? turer 

‘Pauline must be spared and forgiven. . She. 
is my sister.” ed <r 

~“© Your sister?” echoed Colonel Heathcliff. 

“My own sister,” answered madame, bob- 
bing and smiling. “‘ know you aré surprised. 
But it was her wish to keep the relationship a 
secret. Of coursé I submitted. There were 
good reasons why I should do so. x 

“Pauline knew and loved ‘you, Colonel 
Heathcliff, when you were unmarried, You 
married, and she, out of sheer despair, followed 
rer example. Singularly .enoy; she lost 
her huband within @ month of the e when 
you buried your wife. 

“From that moment she set herself to the 
task of winning you. It was Lasalle who fired 
the house and then stole your chiidren from 
the burning building. He was not hardened 
enough to kill them. Nor did Pauline wish it 
—for he was acting under her instructions. 

“The children were given into my care. 


~ 


She had-|' 


— 


Nobody suspected their existence, and it was 
an easy matter to keep the secret of their 
parentage. Pauline had bribed me heavily. 
Besidesjishe was poor, and Twould"have done 
anything.to help her. She hated the. children, 
because of their mother. She wished her own 
daughter to become the heiress of your 
wealth. 3 

‘Well, you married Pauline, after the lapse 
of a year or two. She accomplished her ob- 
ject. 

‘“*T need not dwellon the events of the years 
that followed. It was fate that brought you 
here to Fairlawn—it was fate that threw Ra- 
chel\in your) way—it-was fate that brought 
about the strange circumstances that have been 
transpiting in\our midst.” ; 

“Nay,” said Dr. Tremaine, in a solemn 
voice, * not fate, but God.” 

Rachel clung closely to her new-found father, 
and whispered: 

“ T-understand now why I was so singularly 
drawn to you, from the first. Some subtle 


‘instinct seemed to tell me that we were not as 


strangers.” 

“And you crept. into my heart, at once, 
dear. child,” said Colonel Heathcliff. ‘‘God 
has’ been very kind to me; now, I have both 
my children.” 

He said not a word of his wife, or the trea- 
chery of which she had been guilty. But there 
was pain mingled with the rapture written upon 
his countenance. ; 

Grace, had witnessed all this scene in a per- 
fect agony of shame and humiliation. She 
crouched in the furthest. corner, hiding from 
every eye. 

;Af last she; rose slowly; she crept up-stairs 
to her mother’s room. Mrs. Heathcliff lay 


itheré among the-velvetjcushions of the couch, 


one small white hand shading her face. 

Grace wént up to her. 

“Mother,” she. said, ‘we have each other. 
I will never leave you; Iean forgive every- 
thing.. In-this hour of humiliation; let. us 
kneel here together, and pr.mise God to mend 
our wicked lives,” : 

There was no answer. She lifted the jewel- 
ed hand; it fell from hers like-lead. | 

Mrs. Heathcliff was dead, and afaint, sweet, 
sickening odor, »that pervaded the room, be- 
trayed the secret of ‘her death. 


It requires very few words to chronicle 
happiness—even such rare peace as had fallen 
to the lot of these, our sometime friends. 

Every trouble -has fallen away from sweet 
Rachel’s pathway, and now, with the strong 
arm-of Dr. Tremaine to lean upon, her days 
glide by, full of placid content, without one 


‘shadow to mar the happiness of the future. 


Grace, purified by suffering, has developed 
into a true and noble woman. Under the 


ssin.and passion that hurried her so rapidly 
-along the dark-road, there was all the while 


beating a great, strong heart that at-last made 
itselt heard, ~ 7 7) z 

She soon grew to look upon Dr.“Tremaine 
as'a brother. ( Gradually 4 new passion sprung 
up in her heart—deéper, nobler, purer than the 
first had been. =. 9) i= 

This new love had Dick for its object; and it 
was returned. He, too, forgot all bitterness, 
all animosities; all~heart-burnings, and nobly 
resolved to bée happy in-eath other, déspite the 


jsins and wrongs of others; 


“Tt was’ well; if-was God’s way of healing 


the troubled waters, and so)I say again, it was 


well. 
*But_I_must not forget to tell of a signal 
good. fortune. that-happened. to Dick. 

Among the papers found.in Lasalle’s trunk, 
at Fairlawn, was a letter of recent date, signed 
“William Flint.” © fed 

Dick sent a man to India to make inquiries. 
It turned out that Black Billy was really alive 
and well. He had been wounded in the duel, 
but not fatally. “Lasalle\had concealed this 
fact, the better to Yeu upon Dick’s fears, 

Tt was a great relief to the young man to 
know he wwas not a murderer, 

Of Colonel Heathcliff we have only a word 
to add. He divides his time between his two 
children, never speaking of the past, but try- 
ing to live happy and contented in the present. 

Madame Gale still occupies the cottage 
where we first found her, growing gentler and 
more human as the years glide onward, bear- 
ing her nearer her eternal home. 

God’s golden promises are even for the sinner 
that repenteth. ~ Blessed be His name! 

THE END, 
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